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NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 
THE CONSOLATION* 

CONT AINING, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 

I. A Moral Survey of the Nocturnal Heavens. 

II. A Night-Address to the DEITY* 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 

ONE OF HIS MAJESTY'S PRINCIPAL SECRETARIES OF STATE. 

" ««-*Fatis eontraria fata rependens."* Virg. 

AS when A. traveller, a long day paft 
In painful fearch of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, a while, his labour loft ; 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 5 
And chaunts his fonnet to deceive the time, 
Till the due feafon calls him to repofe : 
Thus I, long-travelM in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze, 
Where disappointment fmiles at hope's career ; !• 

Warn'd by the languor of life's evening ray, 
At length have hous'd me in an humble fhed ; 
Where, future* wandering baniftVd from my thought, 
And waiting, patient, the fweet hour of reft, 
* Vei. III. B I chace 
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I chace the moments with a ferious fong. T5 

Song footjis our. pains ; and age has pains to footh. . 

When age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd at heart, 
Torn from my bleeding breaft, and death' s dark fhade, 
Which hovers o'er mi, quench itC ethereal fire j 
Canft thou, O Night I indulge one labour more ? 20 
One labour more indulge ! then fleep, my (train I 
Till, haply, wakM by Raphael's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow, ceafe j 
To bear a part in everlafting lays ; 
Though far, far higher fet, in aim, I truft, 45 

Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the Mufe afferted pleafures pure, 
Like thofe above ; exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urgM, Lorenzo 1 fairly weigh ; 
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph (till ? 30 

I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of miftake, 
Thy fmile *s fincere $ not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo's fmile, than my compaflion for him. 
The lick in body call for aid 5 the fick 35 

In mind are covetous of more difeafe ; 
And when at ivorft, they dream themfelves quite well. - 
To kno-w ourfelves difeas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's blulh by cuftom is wip'd ofF f 
And confcience, deaden'd by repeated ftrokes, 49 

Has into manners naturalized our crimes 5 
The curfe of curfes is, our curfe to love j 
To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepeft jet) f 

And 
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And throw afide our fenfes with our peace. 45 

But grant no guilt, no fharne, no leaft alloy 5 

Grant joy and glory quite unfully'd ftione > 

Yet, ftill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's heart. 

No joy, no glory, glitters in thy fight, 

But, through the thin partition of an hour, 50 

I fee its fables wove by deftiny \ 

And that in forrow bury'd 5 this, in fhame 5 

While howling furies ring the doleful knell ; 

And confcience, now fo foft thou fcarce canft hear 

Her whifper, echoes her eternal peaL 55 

Where, the prime aftors of the la&year's fcene ; 
Their port fb proud, their bufkin, and their plume ? 
How 'maxiyjleep, who kept the world awake 
With luftre, and with noife i has death proclaimed 
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high ? 60 

'Tis brandiuVd ftill ; nor mail the prefentyear 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or fpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needlefs monuments to wake the thought j 
Life's gay eft fcenes fpeak man's mortality ; 65 

Though in a ftyle more florid, full as plain, 
As maufokums, pyramids* and tombs. 
What are our noblcft ornaments, but deaths ' ^ 

Tunfd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
The well-ftain'd canvas, or the featur'd ftone ? 7* 

Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the fcene, 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the deaoN. 

" Profefl diver/ions ! cannot thefe efcape ?"— 1 
Far from it : thefe prefent us with a fhroudj 

B x An<t 



i YOUNG'S POEMS. 

And talk of death > like garlands o'er a gfa#e. 75 

'As fome bold plunderers, for bury'd <weal#, 

We ranfack tombs iox pafi\me\ from th$ du& 

Call up the'fleeping hero ; bid him tread. 

The fcene for our araufement: how lijte gojifc 

We fit ; and, wrapt in immortality, * 9a 

Shed generous tears on wretches born to die j . 

Their fate deploring, to forget our own I 

What all the pomps and triumphs of pur liyesj 
But legacies in bloflbm ? Our lean foil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities* S£ 

'¥rom friends interr'd beneath 5 a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead j 
Like other worms, mail we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent frailties, or approaching fate ? / 

Lorenzo ! fuch the glories of the worlfi I.. . £0 

*What is the world itfelf ? Thy world — a grave. 
Where is the duft that has not been alive ? 
The fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftprs $ 
. From human mould we reap our daily bread. . 
jrtie globe around earth's hollow furface ihakes, 35 
'And is the cieling of her deeping fons. 
O'er devastation we blind revels keep ; , 

Whole bury'd towns fupport the dancer's heel. 
The moift of human f^ame the fun exhales 5 
Winds (carter through the mighty void the dry 5 ieo 
ISarth repoflefles part of what ihe gave, 
And the' freed ipirit mounts on wings of fire; 
Each element partakes our fcatter'd fpoils 5 
As nature, wide, oiy: ruins Spread : man's death 

K ' c Inhabits 
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Ittftftft ai fhlngs, but the thought of man. 165 . 

Nor man alone 5 his breathing buft, expires, 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : where, now. 
The Roman ? Greek ? Tney ftalk, air empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light 5 
TttoXigh half our learning is their epitkph. * iid 

When dowh thy vale, unlock'd by midnight thought, 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 
O death /< I ftretch my view : what vifibils rife ! ' 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divme 1 
In xrfither'd laurels glide before my fight ! \i$ 

What lengths of far-fam'd ages, billow'd high 
With human agitation, roll along 
In unfubiFantial images of air ! 
The melancholy ghoftfc of dead renown, 
Whftpering faint echoes of the world's applaufe, 120 
With penitential afpeft, as they pafs, 
All point at earth, and hifs at human pride, 
The wifdom of the wife, and prancings of the great* 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the reft above, 
Of ghaftly nature, and enormous fize, 125 

One form aflaults my fight, and chills my blood,' 
And makes my frame. Of one departed world 
I fee the mighty fhadbw : oozy wreath 
And difmal fea- weed crown her ; o'er her urn » 
Reclin'd, me weeps* her defolated realms, 130 

And bloated fons ; and, weeping, prophefies 
Another's diffblution, foon, in iiames. 
But, like Gafiandra, proph'etjes in vain 5 
jn vain, to many 5 not, I tiuft, to thee. 

- B 3 F°r> 
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For, know'ft thou not, or art thou loth to know, 135 
The great decree, the counfel of the dries ? 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful powers ! 
Prime minifters of vengeance ! chained in caves 
Diftinct, apart the giant furies roar ; 
Apart; or, fuch their horrid rage for ruin, 14* 

In mutual conflict would they rife, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for this, ordain'd their boundlefs rage ; 
When heaven's inferior inftruments of wrath, 
War % famine, peftilence, are found too weak. 14.5 

To fcourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
fThefe are let loofe, alternate : down they ruih, 

Swift and tempeftuous, from th' eternal throne, 

With irrefiftible commiflion arm'd, 

The world, in vain corrected, to deftroy, 1,50 

And eafe creation of the ihocking fcene- 

Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man ? 

The fate of nature j 2^ for man, her birth. 

Earth's actors change earth's tranfitory fcenes, 

And make creation groan with human guilt. ij$ 

How rauft it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd, 

But not of waters ! at the deftinM hour, 

By the lou^ trumpet fummon'd to the charge, 

See, all the formidable fons of fire, 

Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play ifo 

• Their various engines ; all at once difgorge 
Their blazing magazines j and take, by ftorm, 
This poor terreftrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 

Out- 
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Out-burns Vefuvius ; rocks eternal pour 165 . 

Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour'd 5 
Stars rufh j and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her plowihare o'er creation !— while aloft, 
More than aftonifhment ! if more can be I 
Far other firmament than e'er was feen, 170 

Than e'er was thought by man ! far other ftars I 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire j 
Far other fun I — A fun, O how unlike 
The Babe at Bethlem ! how unlike the Man, 
That groan'd on Calvary !— -Yet He it is ; 175 

That Man of forrows ! O how chang'd ! what pomp » 
In grandeur terrible, all heaven defcends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A fwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As. blots and clouds, that darken and difgrace 1S0 , 
The fcene divine, fweeps ftars and funs afide. 
And now, all drofs remov'd, heaven's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our aether, flames. 
While (dreadful contraft ! ) far, how far beneath ! 
Hell, burfting, belches forth her blazing feas, 185 

And ftorms fulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide; and roaring for her prey. 
Lorenzo ! welcome to this fcene j the Iaft 
In nature's courfe \ the firft in wifdom's thought. 
This ftrikes, if aught can ftrike thee; this awakes 190 
The mod fupine 3 this fnatches man from death. 
Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the moft momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my foul, and ardour, wings her flight, 

B 4 I find 
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T find my infpiration in my theme ; *9S' 

The grandeur of my fubjccT: is my Mufe. 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams j 
To give more dread to man's moft dreadful heur* 
At midnight, 'tis prefumM, this pomp will burft - *qo 
From tenfold darknefs 5 fudden as the fpark 
From fmitten fteel j from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, darting from his couch, mail fleep no more ! 
The day is broke, which never mere (hall clofe ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all 1 105 

Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire !. 
All nature ftruggling in the pangs of death ! 
Doft thou not hear her ? Doft thou not deplore 
Her ftrong convulfions, and her final groan ? 210 

Where are <wc now ? Ah me ! the ground is gone, 
On which we flood ; Lorenzo ! while thou may'ft, 
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever ! 
Where ? How ? From whence ? Vain hope ! it is too late J 
Where, where, for flicker, fhall the guilty fjy, 215 
When confternation turns the good man pale ? 

Great day ! for which all other days were made ; 
For which earth rofe from chaos, man from earth j 
And an eternity, the date of Gods, 
Defcended on poor earth -created man ! 220 

Great day of dread, e'ecifion, and defpair! 
At thought of thee, each fublunary wifh 
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops the world 5 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven.. 

At 
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At thought of thee I— and art. thou ebfent then? %%$ 

Lorenzo ! no ; 'tis here ; it is b«gun jr- 

Already is begun the grand aflize, 

In thee, in all : deputed conicience fcales 

The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; 

Forestalls j and, by forestalling, proves \tfure. 7.y> 

"Why on himfelf ihould man vofd judgment paf« ? 

Is idle nature laughing at her fons ? 

Who canfcience fent, her fentence will fupport. 

And God above aflert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 23.5 
Heaven opens in their bofoms : but, how rare, 
Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 
What hero, like the man who ftands himfelf j 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 040- 
RefolvM to filence future murmurs there ? 
The coward flies 5 and, flying, is undone. 
(Art tjiou a coward ? No :) The coward flies 5 
Thinks, but thinks flightly; aiks, but fears toknotv^ 
Aflts, " What is truth ?" with Pilate ; and retires; 245 
Diflblves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 
Afylum fad ! from reafon, hope, and heaven !• 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordain'd/w* man ? 
O day of confummation ! mark fupreme 950 

(If men are wife) of human thought! nor leaft, 
Or in the fight of angels, or their King ! 
Angels, whofe radiant circles, height o'er height, 
Order o'er order, riling* blaze o'er blaze, 

At 
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As in a theatre, fiirround this fcene, *.$$ 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look out for thee j for thee, their Lord, 

To vindicate his glory; and for thee, 

Creation univerfal calls aloud, 

To dii-involve the moral world, and give 260 

To nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whofe fate, whofe/aw/fate, 

Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought > 

1 think of nothing elfe 5 1 fee ! I feel it ! 

All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 265 

All Deities, like fummer*s fwarms, on wing ! 

All bafking in the full meridian blaze ! 

I fee the Judge inthron'd ! the flaming guard ! 

The volume onen'd ! open'd every heart ! 

A fun -beam pointing out each fecret thought t 270 

No patron ! interceflbr none ! now paft 
The fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 
For guilt no plea ! to pain, no paufe ! no bound ! 
Inexorable, all I and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man, 275^ 

From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarrM : 
Receives his fentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance paft, now, feems abundant grace : 
Like meteors in a ftormy flcy, how roll 280 

His baleful eyes I he curfes whom he dreads ; 
And deems it the firft moment of his fall. 

'Tis prefent to my thought ! — and yet where is it ? 
Angels can't tell me 5 angels cannot guefs 

The 
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The period; from created beings lock'd 285 

In darknefs. But the procefs, and the place, 

Are lefs obfcure ; for thefe may man enquire. 

Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears I 

Great key of hearts ! great finifher of fates ! 

Great end ! and great beginning ! fay, Where art thou ? 

Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 

Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 

Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd !) 

"As in debate, how beft their powers ally'd, 295 

May fwell the grandeur, or difcharge the wrath, 
Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this faft fabric for him built (and jloonVd 
With him to fall) nonu burfting o'er his head j 
His lamp, the fun, extinguiuYd 5 from beneath 300 
The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons 
From their long (lumber ; from earth's heaving womb, 
To fecond birth ! contemporary throng ! 
Rous'd at One call, upftarted from One bed, 
Preft in One croud, appaird with One amaze, 305 
He turns them o'er, Eternity 1 , totbee. 
Then (as a king depos'd difdains to live) 
He falls on hrs own fcythe j nor falls alone ; 
His greateft foe falls with him 5 Time, and he 
Who murder'd all Time's offspring, Death, expire. 310 

Time was 1 Eternity now reigns alone I 
Aweful Eternity ! offended queen I 
And her refentment to mankind, how juft t 
With kind intent, foliciting accefs, 

How 
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Hpw often has (he knotk'd at human hearffs I 3x5 

Rich to repay their hofpka-Kty, 

How often eall'd I and with the voke of God* 

Yet bote replilfe, excluded as a cheat ! 

A dream ! while foulefll foes found 1 wekome there ! 

A dream, a cheat, npto, all things*, but her fmile. 320 

For, lo ! her twice ten thoufand gate* thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indite to the ftoaen pole, 
With banners (beaming a* the ctmefs blaze, 
And clarions, louder than the deep in (forms, 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, 325 

Pour ford* their myriads, potentates, and powers, 
Of light, of darknef$s in a middle field, 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral region ! there to mark th' event 
Of that great drama, wHofb preceding fceites 33^ 

Detained them ck>fe ipt&ators, through a length 
Of ages, ripening to this grand refult ; 
Ages, as yet unnumbered, but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing fentence, vi«icti?atda 
The rights of virtue, and* his ownrertowii* 335 

Eternity, the various fentence paft, 
Afligns the feverM throng, diftinft abodes, 
Sulphureous, or ambrofial : What enfues ? 
The deed predominant ! the deed of dedds I 
Which- makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven* 340 
The GodJefsy with determhTd afpeft, tuttotf 
Her adamantine key's enormous *fixe 
Through defHny's inextricable wards, 
Peep driving every bolt, on both their fates. 

Then, 
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Then, from the cryftal battlement* of ^eavea, 34^ r 
Down, dpwn, {foe hurls it through the dark profound, r 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathom j there to ruft, > 

And ne'er unlock her refolution more* 
The deep refqunds $ and heJJ, through all her gjooms, - 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy rqar„ 359 

how unlike the chorus of the flues ! 
O how unlike thofe ftputs of joy* that /hake 
The whole ethereal ! Hqw tfye concave rings 1 
Nor ftrange ! >vhen deities their- voice exalt j 
And louder far, than when creation rofe, 355 

To fee creations godlike aim, and end, 
So well accompliuVd ! fo divinely clos/d ! 
To fee the mighty dramfitffis lait *££ 
(As meet) in glory rifmg o'er the reft. 
No, fancyM God, a God indeed^ descends, 3^0 

To folve all knpts i to ftrike the moral hcane$ 
To throw full day on darkeft fcenes of time 5 
To clear, commend, exalt, . and crown t^e whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal Jjraife, 
The charmed f jpeftators thunder their applaufe I 365 
And the vaft void beyond, applaufe refounds,. 

What then am If— 

Amidft applauding worlds, 
And worlds celeftiaj, is there found-on -earth, 
Apeevifli, diflonant, rebellious ftring, 390 

Which jars in the grand 'chorus* an,d eomflaimt 
Cenfure on thee, Lorenzo ! I fufpend. 
And turn it on my/fffi how grqatly due ! 
All, all is right j hy God «cdain!d:or done ; 

And 
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And who,, but God, refum'd the friends He gave ? 375 
And have I been complaining, then, fo long ? 
Complaining of his favours j pain, and death? 
Who, without pain's advice, would e'er be good ? 
Who, without- death, but would be good in vain ? 
Pain is to fave from pain j all punifliment, 38* 

To make for peace j and death to fave from death j 
And fecond death, to guard immortal life 5 
To roufe the carelefs, the prefumptuous awe f 
And turn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the fame tendernefs divine ordain'd, 385 

That planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the flues. 
^ Heaven gives us friends to blefs the prefent fcene j 
Refumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All evils natural are moral goods ; 390 

All difcipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy : all have caufe to fmile, 
But fuch as to themfelves that caufe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains j 
J£rror, in aSs, or judgment, is the fource 395 

Of endlefs fighs : Vftfin^ or we miftake ; 
And nature tax, when falfe opinion flings. 
Let impious, grief be banifh'd, joy indulged j 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim. 
»Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays, 4.00 

Oft live6 in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy, amidft ills, corroborates, exalts ; 
*Tis joy and conqueft j joy, and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills, delights . 

5 * Heaven, 
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Heaven, earth, ourfelves 5 'tis duty, glory, peace, 4.05 

Affli&ion is the good man's mining fcene j 

Projperity conceals his brighteft ray 5 

As night to ftars, <woe luftre gives to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the ftorm, 

And virtue incalamities, admire. 41a 

The crown of manhood is a winter- joy ; 

An evergreen, that (lands the Northern blaft, 

And bloflbms in the rigour of our fate. 

Tis a prime part of happinefs, to know 
How much unhappinefs muff prove our lot 5 415 

A part which few poflefs I I *11 pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it mifery to be a man j 
Who thinks it is, (hall never be a God. 
Some ills we wi(h for, when we wifti to live. 420 

What fpoke proudpaj/wn ?— « * Wi(h my being loft ?" 
Prefumptuous ! blafphemous ! abfurd ! and falfe ! 
The triumph of my foul is— That I am 5 
And therefore that I may be— what ? Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper ftill 5 425 
Unfathomably deep our treafure inns 
In golden veins, through all eternity I 
Ages, and ages, and fucceeding ftill 
New ages, where the phantom of an hour, 
Which courts, each night, dull (lumber, for repair, 430 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife, 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if deferv'd) by heaven's redundant love, 

Made 
* Referring to the Firft Night. 
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.Made half-adorable itftJf, adore j 
And find, in adoration, endlefe joy ! 435 

Where thou, not raaft«r of a moment here, 
Frail as the flower, and fleeting as the gale, 
May'ft boaft a ivbgle eternity, enrich'd 
^With all a kind Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Adam fell* no mortal, uninfpir'd, 44.4 

Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever fhall, 
How kind is God, how great (if good) is Man. 
No man too largely from heaven's love can hope, 
If what is hop'd he labours tafecure* 

Ills ?— there art none : Alh-graciouj ! none from thee% 
From man full many ! numerous is the race 
Of blacked ills, and thofe immortal too, 
Begot by madnefi on fair liberty ; 
Heaven'* daughter, beU-debaeuch'd \ her hand, alone 
Unlocks deftructioi* to the Ions of men, 450 

Firft barr'd by thine : bighrwaird with adamant, 
Guarded with terrors reaching to. this world, 
And caver d with the thunders of thy law - r 
Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injunctions, gaides, 
AfTifting, not refraining, reason's choice ; 455 

Whofe fan&ionsji unaxtmdhbU refuiis 
From nature's courfe, indulgently reveal'd ; 
If unreveaKd, more dangerous* nor' left fare. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his fans, 
« Do this i fly that"— nor always tells the caafe ; 46* 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduct needful to their own repofe^ 
. Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love furvey'd, 

4 . * Aught 
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Aught elfe the name ol" wonderful retains) * 
What rwis are /A*/?, on wiuch to build our ttuft ! 465 
Thy ways admit no bleraiih* none I find\< 
*Or this alone—-" That none is to be found" 
Not one, to foften fenfire's hardy crime-; 
JNot one, *o palKate peeviih griefs Complaint, 
Who like a tUmon, murmuring from the duft, 47% 
Dares into judgment call her Judge.— Supreme I 
For all Ihlefs thees moft, for theytotfy; v 

** Hpt death— «^ o*w* at hand— the fiery gulpb* 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent i 
It thunders ;— but it thunders'to. preferve $ 475 

It ftrengthens what it (takes $ its wholforae dread 
Averts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 
. Join heaven's fweet hallelujahs in thy praife, ' 
Great Source of good alone! How kind in all! 
In vengeance kind I pain, death, gebema, Save. 48* 

Thus, in thy world material, Mighty Mind* 
Not that alone which folates, mi/bines, 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praife* 
The winter is as needful as ihsjpring 5 
The thunder, as «he ran ; a ftagnate mafs 4S5 

Of vapours breeds a pestilential air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To nature's health, than purifgiag floras 5 
The dread Volcano minifters to good. 
,Its fmother'd flames might undermine the worlds 49* 
Loud JEtnz* fulminate ra love to man ; 
Comets good omens are, when duly fcann'dj 

Vol. III. C And, 
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And, in their \ife, eclipfes learn to mine. 

Man is refponfible for ills receiv'd 5 
Thofe we call wretched are a chofen band, 495 

Compell'd to refuge in the right* for peace. 
Amid ray lift of bleffings infinite, 
Stand this 'the foremoft, " That my heart bos hied" 
'Tis heaven's laft effort of good-will toman ; 
When pain can't blefs, heaven quits us in defpair. 500 
Who fails to grieve, when juft occafion calls, 
Or grieves too much, deferves not to be bleft 5 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart j 
Reafon abfolves the grief, which reafon ends. 
May heaven ne'er truft my friend with happinefs, 505 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 
By previous pain ; and made it fafe to /mile! 
Such fmilds are mine, andfuch may they remain j 
Nor hazard their extinction, from excefs. 
My change of heart a change of flyle demands j 510 
The Confolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty fong. 

And when o'er-labour'd, and inclined to breathe, 
A panting traveller fome rifing ground, 
Somefmallafcent, hasgain'd, he turns him round, 515 
And meafures with his eye the various vales, 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has pair. \ 
And, fatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd by diftance, nor affects more toil j 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that afcent 52,0 

The Mufe has gained, review the paths ihe trod j 
Various, extenfive, beaten but by view j 

And, 
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And, confcious of her prudence in repofe, 

Paufe j and with pleafure meditate an end, 

Though ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme, 5*5 

Through many a field of moral, and divine, 

The Mufe 'has ftray 7 d 5 and much of forrow feen 

In human ways ; and much of falft and vain 5 

Which none, who travel this bad road, can ttifs. 

O^r friends deceased full heartily fhe wept; 53* 

Of love divine the wonders me difplay'd 5 

ProvM man immortal ; (hew'd tke/ource of joy 1 

The grand tribunal rais'd 5 aflign'd the bounds 

Of human grief s in few, to clofe -the whole,. 

The moral Mufe has ftiadow'4 out a (ketch, 535 

Though' not in form, nor with a Raphael-ftrofee, 

Of moft our weaknefs needs believe, or do% 

In this our>land of travel and of hope, 

For peace on earth, or profpeft of the ./tor. 

What then remains ? Much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be diicharg'd : thefe thoughts, O Night ! are thinei 
From thee they came, like lovers' fecret fighs, 
While others flept. So Cynthia (poets feign) 
In fhadows veilld, foft-fliding from her fphere, 
Her (hepherd cheafd ; of her enamour'd lefs, 545 

Than I of thee.— And art thou ftill unfung, 
Beneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing ? 
Immortal filence I where /hall I begin ? 
Where e»d ? Or how ileal mufic from the fpheres, 
T© footh their, goddefs? . . 55a 

O majeftic Night! 
Nature's great anceftorl day's eltfer-born ! 

C z And 
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And fated to furvive the tranfient fun t 

By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe ! 

A Harry crown thy raven brow adorns, 555 

An azure zone thy watft; clouds, in heaven's loom 

Wrought through varieties of Aape and /hade* 

In ample folds of drapery divine* 

Thy flowing; mantle form ; and, heaven throughout, 

Voluminouflypour thy pompous train. 56* 

Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's raoft augnftf 

Infpiring afpeel !) claim a grateful verfe; 

And, like, a fable curtain (bur'd with gold* 

Drawn o'er my labours pad, (hall dole the fcene. 

And what, O man ! fo worthy to be fung? 565 
What m,ow prepares us for the fongs of heaven. ? 
Creation, of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be fung, fo needful? What £0 well 
Celeftlal joys prepare us to fuftain ? 
The foul of man, His face defign'd to fee, 570 

Who gave thefe wonders to be feen by man, 
Has here a previous fcene of otye&s great t 
On which to dwell \ to ftretch to that expanfe 
Of thought, to rife to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 575 

And give her whole capacities that ftrength, 
Which beft may qualify {or fatal joy. 
The more our fpirits are inlarg'd x>n*arth t 
The deeper draught fliall they receive of heaven. 

ifcaven's King! whofe face unvetTd confummates 
- blif*4 580 

Redundant blift 1 which fills that mighty void, 

The 
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The whole creation leaves in human hearts I 

Thou, who didft touch the lip of JefiVs foil, 

Rapt in Tweet contemplation of theie fires, 

And fet his harp in concert with the fpheres j 585 

While of thy works material the Supreme 

I dare attempt, aflift my daring fong, 

Loofe me from earth's inclofure, from the fun* j 

Contra&td circle fet my heart at large ; 

Eliminate my fpirit, give it range 590 

Through provinces of thought yet unexplored j 

Teach me, by this ftupendous fcaffolding^ 

Creation's golden fteps, to climb to Thee. 

Teach me with art great nature to control, 

And fpread a luftre o'er the fhades of night. 595 

Feel I thy kind affent ? and (hall the fun 

Be feen at midnight, rifing in my fong ? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thon, whofe heart,. 
Whofe little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obfcure terreftrial, anchor weigh. 660 

Another ocean calls, a nobler port 5 
I am thy pilot, I thy profperous gale.. 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main 5 
Main, without tempeft, pirate, rock, or ftiore 5 
And whence thou may'ft import eternal wealth ; 605: 
And leave to beggared minds the pearl and gold. 
Thy travels doft thou boaft o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou flranger to the world! thy tour begins 
Thy tour through nature's univerfal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 610 

On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres j 

C 3 And 
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And man how. purblind, if unknown the whole !" 

Who circles fpacious earthy then travels here. 

Shall own, he never was from borne before ! 

Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 6t$ 

Of falfe ambition if unchain'd, we '11 mount; 

We '11, innocently y fteal celeftial fire, 

And kindle our devotion at the^terx; 

A theft, that (hall not chain, but fet thee free. 

Above our atmofphere's inteftine wars, 6ao 

Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail $ 
Above the northern nefts of feather'd fnows,. 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning ; above the caves 
Where infent teropefts wait their growing wings, 625 
And tune their tender voices, to that roar, 
Which foon, perhaps, mail (hake a guilty world j 
Above miiconftrued omens of the fky, 
Far-travel'd comets' calculated blaze ; 
Elance thy thought, and think of more, than man. 6 30 
Thy foul, till now, contracted, wither'd, fiirunk, 
Blighted by blafts of earth's unwholfome air, 
Will bloJTom here j fpread all her faculties 
To thefe bright ardours j every power unfold, 
And rife into fublimities of thought. 635 

Stars teach , as well as Jhine, At nature's birth, 
Thus their commiiTion ran — " Be kind to man" 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller! 
The Stars will light thee ; though the Moon mould faH. 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more aftray ! 640 

la 
* Night the Eighth* 
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lit ways immoral ? The Stars call thee back 5 

And, if obeyM their counfel, fet thee right. 

. .This profpeft vaft, what is it ?— Weighed aFight 

'Tis nature's fyftem of divinity, 

And every ftudent of the Night infpires. 64*5 

*Tis elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand : 

Scripture authentic I uncormpt by man. 

Lorenzo ! with my Radius (the rich gift 

Of thought nocturnal!) I '11 point out to thee 

Its various leflbns 5 fome that may furprize 650 

An un-adept in myfteries of Night - T 

Little, perhaps, expe&ed in her fchoolr 

Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ftar. 

Bulls, lions, fcorpions, monfters here we feign j 

Ourfelves more monftrous, not to fee what here 655 

Exifts indeed ;— a lecture to mankind. 

What read we here ?— Th* exiftence of a God ? < 
Yes j and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of ^Sther 1 Sons of higher climes ! 
And, what may move Lorenzo 1 * wonder more, 660 
Eternity is written in the Ikies. 
-And whofe eternity ?— Lorenzo I Thine * 
MankhuVs eternity. Nor Faith alone, 
Virtue grows here j here fprings the fovereign cure 
Of almoit every vice j but chiefly Thine 5 . 665; 

Wrath, Fride, Ambition, and impure Defire. 

Lorenzo I .Thou canft wake at midnight too, 
Though not on Morals bent : Ambition, Pleafure ! 
Thofe tyrants I for Thee fo * lately fought, 

C 4. Afford 
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Afford their hanuVd (lave* but (lender reft. 67* 

Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon, 

And the fun's noon-tide blaze, prime daWn of day y 

Not by thy climate* but capricious crime* 

Commencing one of our Antipodes f 

In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt* €75 

Twixt ftage and, ftage, o£ dot* and cabal 1 

And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to life* 

If bold to meet the face of injnr'd heaven) 

To yonder (tars : For other ends they mine,. 

Than to light revellers from lhame. to fhame, 680 

And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace, 
With infinite o£ lucid orbs replete, 
Which fet the living firmament on fire* 
At the firft glance, in fuch an overwhelm. 62$ 

Of wonderful, on man's aftoniuVd fight* 
Rulhes omnipotence ?— To curb our pride 5 
Our reafon roufe, and lead, it to that power, 
Whofe love lets down thefe filver chains of light 5 
To draw up man's ambition to bimfelf r 69a 

And bind our chafie affeQions to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, leaft alive on earth, 
And welcomed on heaven's coaft with moft applaufe, 
An humble > pure, and heavenly-minded heart, 
Are here infpir'd :«— And can ft thou gaze too long ? 695. 

Nor ftands thy wrath depriv'd of its repooof* 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir.. 
The planets of each fyftem reprefent 
Kind neighbours}, mutual amity prevails. 3. 

Sweet 
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Sweet interchange of rays, received, retura'd $ 70^ 

Enlightening, and enlightened ! All, at once,. 

Attracting,, and attracted ! Patriot-like^ 

None fins againft- the welfare of the whole - y 

But their reciprocal, unfelfiih aid, 

Affords an emblem o£ millennial love.. 70$ 

Nothing in nature, much lefs confcious being, 

Was e'er created folely for itfelf.: 

Thus man his fpvereign duty learns in this 

Material, picture of benevolence. 

And know,, of all our fupercilious race,, 7x0 

Thou moft inflammable ! Thou wafp of men I 
Man's angry Jieart, infteSed, would be found 
As rightly kt r as are the (tarry fpheres j 
Tig nature's ftru&ure, broke by ftubborn will, 
Breeds all that un-celeftial difcord there. 715^ 

Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 
Canft thou defcend from converfe with the fldes, 
And feize thy brother's throat ? — For what — a clod^. 
An inch of earth?. The planets cry, " Forbear," 
They chace our double darknefs 5 nature** gloom, 72a: 
And (kinder ftill l),our intelkSual night.. 

And fee, day's amiable fitter fends 
Her invitation, in the ibfteft rays 
Of mitigated Luftre ; courts thy fight,.. 
Which fuffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 7*5.; 
Night giants thee the full freedom of. the ikies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye 5 
With gain, and joy, ihe bribes thee to be wife. 
Night opes the nobleU fcenes, and fheds an awe, 

. Which* 
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Which gives thofe venerable fcenes foil weight, -7 

And deep reception, in th* intender'd heart 5 

While light peeps through the darknefs, like a fpr- • 

And darknefs fliews its grandeur by the light. 

Nor is the profit greater than the joy? 

If human hearts at glorions objects glow, -r 

And admiration can mfpire delight. 

What fpeak I more, than I, This moment, fee}j 
With plea£ng ftnpor firft the foul is ftruck 
(Stupor ordained to make her truly wife !) 
Then into transport ftarting from her trance, ;p 

With love, and admiration, how fee glows 1 
This gorgeous apparatus ! This diiplay t 
This oftentation of creatwe power ! 
This theatre !— what eye can take it hi ? 
3j what divine enchantment was it rais'd, -45 

For minds of the firft magnitude to launch 
In endlefs fpeculation, and adore ? 
One fun by day, by night Ten tboufand flune ; 
And light ms deep into the Deity 9 
How bonndlefs in magnificence and might! ~: 

O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
Form urns un-numbered, down the fteep of heaven, 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight ! 
Nor tarries there j I feel it at my heart. 
My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts 5 ^55 

Lays it in duft, and calls it to the fides. 
Who fees it unexalted ? or unaw'd ? 
Who fees it, and can flop at what is feen ? 
Material offspring of Omnipotence ! 

Inanimate 
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inanimate, all-animating birth ! 76a 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy praift 1 

All praife ! praife more than human 1 nor deny'd 

Thy praifci)/ww/— But though man, drown'd in fleep,. 

With-holds his homage, not alone I wake 5 

Bright legions fwarm unfeen, apd'fing, unheard 765, 

By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 

In This His unrverial temple hung 

With luftres, with* innumerable lights, ' 

That fiied religion on the foul ; at once* 

The Temple, and the Preacher ! O how loud 770. 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of night /• 

Devotion ! daughter of aftronomy r 
An undevout aftronomer is mad. 
True ; All things fpeak a God ; but in the fmall', 
Men trace out Him ; m great, He feizes man j 775^ 
Seizes, and elevates, and wraps, and fills 
With new inquiries, 'mid aflbciates new. 
Tell me, ye ftars I ye planets ! tell me, air* 
Ye ftarr'd, and planeted, inhabitants ! What is it ? 
What are thcfe fons of wonder ? Say, proud arch, 7 80 
(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine ambition ! in difdain- 
Of limit built I built in the tafte of heaven I" 
Vaft concave ! ample dome ! waft thou defign'd 
A meet apartment for the Deity ?— 7^5 

>Jot fo 5 That thought alone thy ftate impairs, 
Thy lofty finks, and mallows thy profound, 
And ftreightens thy diffuftve 5 dwarfs the whole,, 
And makes an univtrfe an Orrery. 

But 
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But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 759 
Thy right regained, thy grandeur is reftor'd, 
O N Attire I wide flies off the expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are nVd, 
The fmitten air is hollow' d by the blow; 
The raft difplofion'di|Bpates the clouds 5 795 

Shock'd aether's billows daih the diftant ikies j 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off, 
And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb, 
Might teem with new creation ; re-inflam'd 
Thy luminaries triumph, and affume See 

Divinity themfelves. Nor was 'it ftrange, 
Matter high -wrought to fuch furprizing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, ftole the flyle of gods, 
From ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd 'mfenfe\ 
For, fure, to fenfe, they truly are divine} 8c5 

And half-abfolv'd idolatry from guilt $ 
Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of man 
Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher j 
But, weak of wings, on planets perch'd $ and thought 810 
What was their higheft, muft be their ador'd. 

But They how weak, who could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lorenzo i Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and Unexiftent, are the fame ? 
And if incompreheniible is jonVd, 815 

Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to believe f 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All meafure in His work $ ftretch'd out His line 
So far, and fpread amazement o'er the whole ? 

Then 
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Then (as He took delight in wide extremes), 8*0 

Deep in the bofora of His univerfe, 

X)ropt down that reafoning mite, that infect, man, 

To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the fcene ?— 

That man might ne'er prefume to plead amaocment 

For difbelief of wonders in bimfelf, 8*5 

Shall God be left miraculous, than what 

His hand has form'd ? Shall myfterits defcend 

From un-nyflerims ? Things more elevate, 

Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 

More obvious than Created, to the grafp 830 

Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the msr* we fhould aflent. 

Could we conceive Him, God He could not be; 

Or He not God, or nue could not her mat. 

A God alone can comprehend a God ; 83 g 

Man's diftance how immenfe ! On fuch a theme, 

Know this, Lorenao ! (feem it ne'er fo ftrange) 

Nothing can fatisjy, but what confounds ; 

Nothing, but what aflonijbet, is true. 

The fcene thou feeftj attefts the truth I fing, 640 

And every ftar flieds light upon thy creed. 

Thefe ftars, this furniture, this coft of heaven, 

If but reported^ thou hadft ne'er believ'd ; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 

The grand of nature is th* Almighty's oath, 845 

In reafon's court, to lilence unbelief. 

How my mind, opening at this fcene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the ikies, 
While nought, perhaps, Xorcnzo lefs admires ! 

Has 
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Has the Great Sovereign fent ten thoufand worlds 85? 

To tell us, He refides above them All, 

In glory's unapproachable recefs. ? 

And dare **r/£V "bold inhabitants deny 

The fumptuous, the magnific embaffy 

A*moment's audience? Turn we, nor will hear 855 

From whom thejr'come, or what they would impart 

For man's emolument ; fole caufe that ftoops 

Their grandeur to man^s eye ? Lorenzo ! roufe ; 

Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing, 

And glance from <eaft to weft, from pole to pole. 860 

Who fees, but is confounded, or 1 convinc'd? 

Renounces Reafon, or a God adores ? 

Mankind* was fent into the world to fee-: - 

Sight gives the fcience needful to their peace 5 

That obvious fcience a&Lsfmall learning's aid. 865 

Would ft thou on metaphyfic pinions foar ? 

Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 

Or travel hiftory's enormous round ? 

Mature no fuch hard taflc injoins : She gave 

A make to man directive of his thought $ $70 

A make fet upright, pointing to the ftars, 

As who mall fay, « Read thy chief leffon there." 

Too late to read this manufcript of heaven, 

When, like a.parchment-fcroll, flirunk up by flame*;, 

It' folds Lorenzo's leflbn from his fight., g 7 - 

Leflbn how various ! Not the God alone, 
I fee His Miniflers ; I fee, diffusd 
In radiant orders, effences fublime, 
Of various offices, of various plume, 

It 
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[n heavenly liveries, diftin&ly clad, 88o 

Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, 
Dr all commix'd 5 they ftand, with wings outfpread, 
Liilening to catch the Matter's leaft command, 
And fly through Nature, ere the moment ends 5 
lumbers innumerable ! — Well conceived 88c 

3y Pagan, and by Cbriftian I O'er each fphere 
D refides an angel, to direct its courfe, 
And feed, or fan, its flames 5 or to difcharge 
Dther high trufts unknown. For who can fee 
such pomp of matter, and imagine, Mind, 890 

?or which alone Inanimate was made, 
Vlore fparingly difpens'd ? That nobler fon, 
?ar liker the great Sire ! — Tis thus the ikies 
[nform us of fuperiors numberlefs, 
As much, in Excellence, abo^e mankind, 895 

As above Earth,, in Magnitude, the Spheres, 
Thefe, as a cloud of witnefles, hang o'er us j 
[n a throng'd theatre are all our deeds ; 
perhaps, a thoufand demigods defcend 
On every beam we fee, to walk with men. 900 

Aweful reflection ! Strong reftraint from ill ! 
Yet, here, our virtue finds ftill ftronger aid 
From thefe ethereal glories Senfe furveys. 
Something, like magic, ftrikes from this blue vault ; 
With juft attention is it view'd ? We feel 905 

A. fudden fuccour, unimplor'd, Ainthought ; 
Nature herfelf does half the work of Man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forefts, defarts, rocks, 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 

Of 
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Of fubterrancan, excavated grots, 910 

Black browM, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
Prom Nature's ftru&ure, or the fcoop of Tme % 
If ample of dimenfion, vaft of fize, 
Ev'n Tbefe an aggrandizing impulfe give 5 
Of folemn thought enthofiaftic heights <gi{ 

Ev'n Tbefe infufe.—But what of -vaft in Tbefet 
Nothing j— -or we muft own the ikies forgot. 
.Much lefs in jfrr.— Vain Art t Them pigmy power ! 
How doft thou fwell and ftrut, with human pride, 
To mew thy lktlenefs t What childim toys, .910 

Thy watery columns fouhted to the clouds ! 
Thy bafonM rivers, and imprifon'd feasl 
Thy mountains moulded into forms of men ! 
Thy hundred-gated Capitals I or Thofe 
Where three days travel left us much to ride ; ^5 

*<jazing on miracles by mortals wrought, 

. Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe, 

*Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air 1 

* Or Temples ' proud to meet their Gods half-way ! 
Yet Tbefe affeft us in no common kind. 5 30 

What then the- force of fuch fuperior fcenes ? 

'Enter a temple, it will ftrike cm awe? 
What awe from This the Deity has built ? 
A Good Man feen, though filent, counfel gives : 
The touched fpe&ator wHhes to be wife : 935 

Jn a bright mirror His own hands have made, 
Here we fee fomethtng like the face of God. 
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo 1 . 
To man abandoned, " Haft tboujem tbejfas ?" 

S And 
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And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind deign 94^ 

By daring irfan, fee makes' her facred awe 
(That gbard from ill) his (helter, his tdflpbttfoh 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
.Celeftial art's intent. The trembling ftars 
See crime's gigantic* ftalking through the gloom 945 
With front erefifc, that hide their head by dajr, 
And making night ftHl darker by their deeds. 
Slumbering in covert, till the fliades deftehd* 
Rapine and Murder, link'd, now prowl for prey* 
The mifer earths his treafure ; and the thief, 950 

Watching the mole, half^beggars him ere morn. 
Now Plots, and foul Con/piracies, awake ; 
And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 
Havock and devaftation they prepare, 
And kingdoms tottering in the field of blood. 955 
Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What mail I do I — Supprefs it ? or proclaim ?•— • 
Vfby fleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now, 
His beft friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Afcends fecure 5 and laughs at gods and men. 960 
Prepofterous madmen, void of fear or fiiame, 
Lay their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyes of heaven 5 
Yet fhrink, and fhudder, at a mortal's fight. 
Were moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 
To guide, yttfcreen them,* with tenebrious light ? 965 
No j they were made to famion the fublinie 
Of human hearts, and nuifer make the Wife, 

Thofe ends were anfwer'd once j when mortals livM 
Of ftrdnger wing, of aquiline •aicent 
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In theory fublime. O how unlike, 970 

Thofe vermin of the night, this moment fung, 

Who crawl on Earth, and on Jier venom feed ! 

Thofe antientiiages, Human (tars I They met 

Their brothers of the Skies, at midnight hour j 

Their counfel afk'd ; and, what they afle'd, obeyed, 975 

The Stagirite, and Plato, He whodrank 

The poifon'd bowl, and He of Tufculum, 

With him of Corduba {immortal names !) 

In thefe unbounded, and Elyfian, walks, 

An area fit for Gods, and Godlike -men, ^% 

They took iheir nightly round, .through radiant paths 

By Seraphs trod ; inftru&ed, chiefly, thus, 

To tread in Their bright footfteps here below ; 

To walk in worth ftill brighter than the fkies. 

There they contracted their contempt of Earth j 985 

Of hopes eternal kindled, There, the fire j 

There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 

(Great vifitants !) more intimate with God, 

More worth to Men, more joyous to Tbemfelsues* 

Through 'various Virtues, they, with ardour, ran 990 

The Zodiac of their learn'd, illuftrious lives. 

In Cbriflian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal ! 
A needful, but opprobrious prayer ! as much 
Our Ardour Lefs, as Greater is our Light. 
How monftrous This in Morals! Scarce more ilrange 995 
Would this Phenomenon in nature ftrike, 
A SV\ that froze her, or a Star, that warm'd* 
What taught thefe heroes of the moral world ? 
To thefe thou giv'ft thy Praife, give Credit too. 

The* 
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Tbefe doctors ne*er were penfion'd to deceive thee $ iooo 

And ffigan tutors are thy tafte.— They taught, > 

That, narrow views betray to mifery : 

That, wife it is to comprehend the whole 1- 

That* Virtue •, rofe from Nature, ponder'd well, 

The fingle bafe of Virtue built to heaven : 1005 

'That God, and Nature, our attention claim : 

Tto, Nature is the glafs reflecting God» 

As, by the Sea, reflected is the Sun, 

Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his fphere : 

That, Mind immortal loves immortal aims : xoio 

'That, boundlefs Mind affects a boundlefs Space t 

That vaft furveys, and the fublime of things, 

The foul aflimilatc, and make her great ; 

That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 

Of infpiration, thus fpreads out to man. 1015 

Sue b are their doctrines ; fucb the Night infpir'd. 

And what more trae ? What truth of greater weight ? 
The foul of man was made to walk the Ikies ; • 
Delightful outlet of her prifon Here ! 
There, difincumber'd from her chains, the ties 10*0 
Of toys terreftrial, me can rove at large, 
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend, 
In full proportion let loofe all her powers j 
And, undeltuied, gmfp at fomething great* 
Nor, as a ftranger, does (lie wander there 5 1025 

But, wonderful herfeif, through wonder ftrays 5 
Contemplating their grandeur, fi.-ds her o<\un\ 
Dives deep in their ceconomy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 
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And, like' a tnafttery judges not ami A. i©^ 

Hence greatly pieas'd»-aad juftly protod, fbe fowl 

Grows confeious of her birth celefttai ; breathes 

More life, more rigour, in her native air ; 

And feels herfelf at home amongft the ftars 5 

And, feeling, emulates her country's praHe. 1035 

What daJl we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo?— 
As Earth the body, fmce, the Skies rbftain 
The foul with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it, The noble pafture of the Mind\ 
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exujts, 104s 
And riots through the luxuries of thought. 
Call it, Th« Garden of the Deity, ' 
Bloflbm'd with ftars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambroual ; moral fruit to man. 
CaU it, The breaft-plate of the true High-prieft, 1045 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 
In points of higheft moment, right refponfe j 
And ill negle&ed, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aftrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble fenfe, 1050 
In which alone ftars govern human fates. 
O that the Stars (as fome have" fcign'd) let fall 
Bloodfhed, and havock, on embattled realms, 
And reicued Monarch* from fo black a guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this wfth how generous in a foe I 1055 

Wouldft thou be great, wouldft thou become a God, 
And ftick thy deathlefs name among the ftars. 
For mighty conquefts on a needle's point ? 
Jnftead of forging chains fox foreigners, 

Bqfiile 
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Baftile thy Tutor : Gsatideur all thy aim ? • ,1060 

As yet thou Jenow'ft Bot what it is : how gpeat> 
How glorious, then, appears the Mind of man, 
When in it all the ftars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it feems, it **.• Great ohje&s make 
Great minds, enlarging as. their views, enlarge j vo4$ 
Thofe ftill more Godlike, as Tbefe more divine* 

And more divine than Theje, thou canft not fee. 
Dazzled, o'er-power'd, with the delicious draught 
Of mifcellaneous fplendors, how I reel 
Ff ora thought 10 thought, inebriate, without end I 1079 
An Eden, this 1 a Paradtfe unlofil 
I meet the Deity in every view, 
And tremble at my nakednefs before htm I 
O that I could but reach the Tree of Life! 
For Hpre it grows, unguarded from our fafte $ 107$ 
No Flaming Sword denies our entrance Here} 
Would man but gather, he might live for ewer. 

Lorenzo ! much of Moral haft thou feen* 
Of curious arts art thou more, fond ? Then mark 
The Matbematu glories of the ikies, loto 

In number^ weight, and meafure, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boafted builders, Chance, and Fate, 
Are left to finifh his aerial towers * 
Wifdom and Choice, their well-known characters 
Here deep imprefs ; and claim it for their own. 1085 
Though fplendid all, noTplendor void of ufc j 
Ufe rivals Beauty 5 Art contends with Power y 
No wanton wafte, amid effufe expence j 
The great Oecoaomift adjufting all 
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To prudent pomp, magnificently wife. 1093 

How rich the profpeel I and for ever new! 

And t/ftvf/l to the man that view6 it msfti 

I' or newer fttil in infinite fucceeds. 

Thrn, thefe aerial raecrs, O how fwift! 

ilow the (haft loiters from the ftrongeft firing ! icg 

fytrit nkme can diftance the career. 

Orb ahovr orb amending without end ! 

Cinlr in circle, without end, inclos'd! 

Whirl, within wheel \ Ezckiel! like to thine! 

Likt thine, it feems a vifion or a dream ; xi 

Though /tar, we labour to believe it true ! 

What involution I what extent! what fwarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at Earth! immenfely great'. 

Immcnfcly diftant from each other's fpheres I 

What, then, the wondrous Space through which t 
roH f 1 

At once it quite ingulphs all human thought 5 
"Tia comprehenfion's abfolute defeat. 

Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder here ; 
Through this illuftrious chaos to the fight, 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reigi*. 
The path prefcrib'd, inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawlefs fallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What knots are ty'd ! How foon are they diflblvV 
And fet the feeming marry'd planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confufion unconfus'd I nor lefs admire 
This tumult untumultuous 5 all on wing%4 
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In motion, all ! yet /what profound repofe ! 
What fervid aftion, yet no noife 1 as aw'd mzo 

Xo filence, by^the prefence of their Lord 1 ; 
Or hufiYd by His command, in love- teaman* 
And bid let fall foft beams on human reft, 
Reftlefs themfelves. On yon coenrlean plain,. 
r = lit exultation to Their God, and Thine, 1125: 

They dance, they fing. eternal jubilee,. 
Eternal celebration- of J/ijpraife* 
But, fince their Song arrive* not at our ear, 
&• Their Dance perplexed exhibits to the fight 

?air -Hieroglyphic of Airs-peerlefs power. 1130 

' Vf ark, how the Labyrmtbian turns they take, 
irtf' The circles intricate, . and myftic maze* • 
elyfV-eave the grand cypher of Omnipotence^ 
t%\ ~?o Gods, how great 1 how legible to Man I 
1 <$> Leaves fo much. wonder greater wonder ftill ? 1135 

Vhere are the pillars .that fupport the ikies ? 
a htj ^hat more than Atlanteart. ihoulder props 

V incumbent loadi. what magic, what ftrange art, . 
t . 1 fluid air tl*efe ponderous orbs fuftains ?* 
t r ho would not think them hung in golden chains ?— - 
j^, nd fo they are ; in- the high will of heaven, . 
'hich fixes all j makes adamant of ai&^ 
' air of adamant 5 makes all of nought,? . 
* nought of all $ if fucb the dread decree*. 
diffolT imagine from their deep foundations torn 1145 

1 ie moft gigantic fons of A earth, the broad . 
id towering Alps, all toft into the fea ; 
id, light as down, a or -volatile as air* 
4 D4 - Thefc 
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Their bulks enormous* dancing on the wares* 

In tune, and meafure, exquiSte; while all • 11 ft 

The winds, in emulation of tfa.ipberes, 

Tune their ibnorous inftruntenfts aloft j 

The concert fwell, and animate the bjdl. 

Would this appear amazing? What, then, worlds, 

In a, far thinner element fuftaia'd,. 1155 

And acting the fame part, wkh greater lkill, 

Moit rapid movement, and for nobieft ends? 

More &lmww ends to pafs, are not thefe #ars 
The feats majeftic, proud imperial thrones, 
On which angelic delegates of heaven, 1 160 

At certain periods, as the Sovereign node r 
Difcharge high trufta of Vengeance, or of Love; 
To clothe, m outward grandeur, grand defign, 
And afts moft folemn ftill more folemnize ? 
Ye Cititens of air ! what ardent thanks, 1165 

What full effufion of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man indulged in fuch a fight I 
A fight fo noble t and a fight fo kind ! > 
It drops new truths at every «w furvey t 
Keels not Lorenso foraething ftir within, 1170 

That fweeps away all period ? As thefe fpheres 
Meafure duration, they no lefs infpire 
The Godlike, hope of ages without end. 
The boundltfs Space, through which thefe rovers take 
Their reftlcfs roam, fuggtfts the filter thought X175 
Of boundlefs rime. Thus, by kind Nature** fkil), 
To man un-labour'd, that important gueft, 
Eternity, finds ontrance at the Sight t 

And 
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And an Eternity, far man ordain'd, 
Qx thefe his deftin'd midnight counfelloia, 1x80 

The Stars, had never whifper'd it to man* 
Nature informs, but ne'er infidts, her Tons. 
Could (he then kindle the mod: ardent wifli 
To difappotnt it ? — That is blafpheroy. 
Thus, of thy creed a fecond article, 1185 

Momentous, as the exiftence of a God, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought 5 
And thou raay'ft read thy Soul immortal Here. 
Here, then, Lorenzo i on thefe glories dwell j 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof, 1 xo« 

That calls the wretched Gay to dark delights, 
AJJemblies ?— This 19 one divinely bright j 
Here, un-endanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 
Range through the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn. 
He, wife as Tbau 9 no Crefcent holds fo fair, 1x95 

As that, which on his turbant awes a world; 
And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind fuperior to the charms of Ponuer* 
Thou muffled in delufions of this life ! 110a 

Can yonder Moon turn ocean in his bed, 
From fide to fide, in conftant ebb and flow, 
And purify from fteach his watery realms ? 
And fails her moral influence? wants flie power 
To turn Lorenzo's ftubborn tide of thought iao£ 

From ftagnating on Eartfrs infe&ed more, 
And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart } 
Fails he« attraction when it djawa to. heaven 2 

Nay 
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Nay, and to what -thou valueft more, Earth's joy f 

Minds elevate,, and panting for Unfeen, izio 

And defecate from Senfe, alone obtain 

Full relifh of exiftence un-deflower'dj 

The Life of life, the Zeft of worldly blifs: 

All elfe on earth amounts — to what ? To This t 

" Bad to be Suffer" a* } bleffings to be Left :" 12 15 

Earth's richeft, inventory boafts no more* 

Of higher fcenes be, then, the- call obey'd. . 
O let me gaze I— Of gazing there *s no. end. 
O let me think !— Thought too is wilder' d here j 
In mid-way flight imagination tires 5 izao 

Yet foon re-prunes her wing to foar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So great the pleafure, fo profound the plan ! 
A banquet, this, where men. and angels meet, 
Eat the fame Manna* mingle earth and heaven. 1225- 
How diftant fome of thefe no&urnal funst 
So diftant (fays the fage), 't.were not abfurcr 
To doubt, if beams, fet out .at Natures birth, 
Are yet arriv'd at this fo foreign world j 
Though nothing half fo rapid as their flight. 1230 

An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, 
And roll for ever : who can fatiate fight 
\nfucb a fcene ? iniuch an ocean wide 
Of deep aftonifhment ? where depth, height, breadth, 
Are loft in their extremes ; and where to count 1235 
The thick-fown glories in this field of fire, 
Perhaps a Seraph" s computation fails* 
Now, go, Ambition t boaft thy boundlefs might 

In 
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In conqueft o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 1240 

To give his tottering faith a folid bafe. ' 
Why call for lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a Miracle ? — Tis a reproach, 
*Tis an implicit fatire, on mankind j 1245 

And while it fatisfies, it cenfures too. 
To common fenfe, great Nature's courfe proclaims 
A Deity : when mankind falls afleep, 
A Miracle i* fent, as an alarm ; 
To wake the world, and prove Mar o*er again, 123* 
By recent argument, but not more flrong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power* 
Or nature's laws to fix, or to repeal? 
To make a fun, or flop his mid career*? 
To countermand his orders, and fend back **S5; 

The flaming courier to the frighted Eafl, 
Warm*d, and'aftomfh'd, at his evening ray ? 
Or bid the Moon, as with her journey tir'd, 
In Ajalon's foft, flowery* vale repoie ? 
Great things are thefe; ftrll greater, to create* 1260 
From Adam'9 bower look down through'the whole tram 
Of miracles 5 — refiftlefs is their power ? 
Th*y do not, can not, more amaze- the mmd, . 
Than this, cctWd un-miraculous furvey, 
If duly weigh'd, if rationally feen, 1-265- 

If feen with human eyes. The Brute, indeed, 
Sees nought but Spangles here 5 the Fool, no more. 
Say 'ft thou, " The courfe of Nature governs all V % 

The 
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The Courfe of Nalute is the Art of God. 

fhe miracles thou cairft for, TJ&w atteft j 1370 

For fay, could Nature Nature*: courfe control ? 

But, miracles apart, who fees Him not. 
Nature's Controler, Author, Guide, and End ! 
Who turns his eye on Nature^ midnight face, 
But muft inquire—" What hand behind the fcene, 1275 
<' What arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling globes 
" Jn motion, and wound up the vail machine ? 
" Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs ? 
" Who bowlM them flaming through the dark profound, 
" Numerous as glittering gems of morning-dew, hS* 
" Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze, 
" And fet the bofom of Old Night on fire ? 
" Peopled her defart, and made horror fmile ?" 
Or, if the military ftyle delights thee, 
(For ftars haye fought their battles, leagued with man) 
" Who marfhals this bright hoft r enrolls their names! 
" Appoints their pofts, their marches, and returns, 
" Punctual, at ftat&l periods ? who dilbands 
" Thefe veteran troops, their final duty done, 
" If e'er di&anded ?"--He,,whofe potent word, 1290 
Ijjke the loud trumpet, levy'd firft their powers 
In Nigbfs inglorious empire, where they flept 
In beds of darknefs : arnTd them with fierce flames, 
Arrang'd, and difciplinM, and cloath'd in gold 3 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the field, 1295 

Where' now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join this army ! joining thefe, 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 

a Wh« 
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When brighter 4aftes ihali cut a darker night 5 
When thefc Jtrong deffiohftratk>ft9 of a God 1500 

Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their fpherts* 
And one eternal curtain cover all t / 

Struck at that thought, as new awak*d, I lift 
A more enlightened eye, and read the ftars 
To man ftill more propitious j and their aid 130J 
(Though guiltlefs of idolatry) implore 5 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft name. 
O ye Dividers of my Time I Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years, 
In your fair Kalendar diftin&ly marfc'd ! 1 j*6 

Since that authentic, radiant regifter, 
Though man infpefts it not, Hinds good againft him j 
Since You, and years, roll on, though man (lands ftill j 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
JVIy trembling heart to Wifdom $ now beyond 1315 
All /hadow of excufe for fooling on. 
Age fmooths our path to prudence 3 fwteps afide 
The fnares keen Appetite, and pafiion, fpread 
To catch ftray fouls j and woe to that grey head, 
Whofe Folly would undo what Age has done 1 1 320 
Aid then, aid, ail ye ftars !— Much rather, Thou, 
Great Artift ! Thou, whofe finger fet aright 
This exquifite Machine, with all its Wheels, 
Though intervohr'd, -exaft 5 and pointing out 
Life's rapid and irrevocable flight, 1325 

With fuch an Index fair as none can mift, 
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it h dos*d. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity ! to read 

The 
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The tacit doctrine of thy works ; to fee 

Things as they are, un-alter'd through the glafs 133J 

Of worldly wi(hes. Time, Eternity I 

('Tis thefc, mif-meafur'd, ruin all mankind) j 

Set them before me ; let me lay them both 

In equal fcale, and learn their various weight. 

l*t {Time appear a Moment, as it is \ 1335 

And let Eternity s full orb, at once, 1 

Turn on my foul, and (hike it into heaven. 

When (hall I fee far more than charms me now ? 

Xifaze on creation's model in Thy breaft 

Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranfeript more ? 1340 

When this vile, foreign, duft, which fmothers all 

That travel Earth's deep vale, mall I (hake off? 

When (hall my foul her incarnation quit, 

And, re-adopted to thy bleft embrace, 

Obtain her Apotbeofis in Thee ? 2345 

Doll think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wide ? 
No, 'tis directly (inking at the mark 5 
To wake thy dead devotion * was my point ; 
And how I blefs mgbfs confecrating (hades, 
Which to a temple turn an unvverfe \ \yp 

Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven, 
And antidote the peftilential earth I 
In every ftorm, that either frowns, or falls, 
What an afylum has the foul in prayer ! 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray ! 1355 

And what a God mud dwell in fuch a fane ! 
O what a genius muft inform the ikies ! 

And 
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And is Loren&o'e falaraander-heart 

Cold, and untouched, amid thefe facred fires ? 

O ye-no&urnal fparks 1 ye glowing embers, 1360 

On heaven's broad hearth I who burn, or burn no more, 

Who blaze, or die, as Great Jehovah's breath 

Or blows you, or forbears j aflift my fong j 

Pour your, whole influence 5 exorcife his heart, 

So long pofleft ; and bring him back to man, 1365 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer J?*7Z ? 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteft 
'Truths, which, contefted, .put iky parts Xo fliarae. 
Nor fliame they more Lorenzo's bead than heart, 
A faitblefs heart, how defpicably fmalll 1370- 

Too ftreight, aught great, or generous, to receive! 
Fill'd with an atom ! fili'd, and foul'd, with Self I 
And felf-miftakenl felf, that lafts an hour ! 
lnfiincls and paj/ions, of the nobler kind, 
Lie fuffocated there; or they alone, 1375 

Reafon apart, would wake high hope; ^nd open, 
To ravifliM thought, -that intellectual fphere. 
Where, order, <wifdmn, goodnefs, providence, 
Their jendlefs miracles of love difplay, s 

And promife all the truly-great defire. 1380 

The mind that would be happy, muft be great} 
Great, in its wijbes j great, in its furveys* 
Extended views a narrow mind extend j 
Pufti out its corrugate, expanfive make, 
Which, ere long, more than planets fhall embrace. 13&5 
A man of compafs makes a man of worth j 
J)winc contemplate, and become divine. 

As 
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As man was made for glory, Aid for fciifs, 
All littlenefs is in approach to Woes 
Open thy bofota, fet thy wiftfes wide> 1390 

And let m ma!nlmd\ let in bafftnefs ; 
Admit the boundlefs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to God; which make's a riu&g m 
Take God from nAfure, nothing great is left $ 
Man 1 8 mind is in a pit, and nothing fees ?«-*- j 395 

Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound 5 ere& thine eye 5 
See thy diftrefs ! how clofe art diou befiegM ! 
Befieg'd by nature, the proud fceptic's foe 1 
Ihdos'd by theie innumerable worlds, 140* 

Sparkling convi&idft on the darkeft mind, 
As in a golden net of Providence. 
How art thou caught, fure captive of belief! 
Prom this thy bleft captivity, what art, 
What blafphemy to feafon, fets thee free ! 1405 

This fcene is heaven's indulgent violence : 
Canft thou bear tip againft this tide of glory ? 
What is earth bofonVd in theft ambient orbs, 
But, faith in God impos'd, and prefs'd on man ? 
Dar'ft thou ftill Irrigate thy defperate caufe, 14.1t 

Spite of thefe numerous, awful, witnejfes, 
And doubt the depofitioh of the ikies ? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin I 

Laborious! 'tis irhpra&cahle qttlte; 
To fink beyond a doubt, in this debate; 14.15 

With all his weight of wifdom and of will, 1 

And crime flagitious, I defy a fool; , 

Som 
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Some wifh they did) but no man di/believes. 

God is a Spirit 5 Spirit cannot ftrike 

Thefe grofs, material organs ; God by man 1420 

As much is Teen, as man a God can fee, 

In thefe aftonifliing exploits of power. 

What order, beauty, motion, diftance, fize 1 

Concertion of defign, how exquifite ! 

How complicate, in their divine police ! 1425 

Apt means ! great ends ! confent to general good ! — 

Each attribute of thefe material gods, 

So long (and that with fpecious pleas) adorM, 

A feparate conqueft .gains o'er rebel thought ; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 1430 

Lorenzo ! this may feera harangue to thee j 
Such all is apt. to feem, that thwarts pur will* 
And do ft thou, then, demand zjimple proof 
Of this great matter moral of the Ikies, 
Unflciird, or dif-inclin'd, to read it there? 1435 

Since 'tis the bafis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain* 
Such proof infifts on an attentive ear 3 
"Twill not make one amid a mob ef thoughts, 
And, for thy notice, ftruggle with the world, 144* 
Retire;— the world ihut out ;— thy thoughts call 
Imagination's airy wing reprefs ;•— [home ;— < 

L,ock up thy fenfes ;— let no fajfion ftir ;— 
Wake all to reafon\— let her reign alone j 
Then, in thy foul* j deep filence, and the depth 144 $ 
Of Nature's iilence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As / have done; and mall inquire no more. 

Vol. III. E In 
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In nature's channel, thus the queftions run. 

" What am I ? and from whence ?-— I nothing know, 

But that I ami an< *» fiace I am, conclude 1450 

Something eternal: had there e'er 'been nought , 

Nought ftill had been : eternal there muft be.— 

But what eternal ?— Why not human race f 

And Adam's anceftors without an end ?— • 

That 's hard to be conceiv'd ; fince every link 1455 

Of that long-chain'd fuccefiion is fo frail ; 

Can every fart defend, and not the whole ? 

Yet grant it true ; new difficulties rife ; 

I'm ftill quite out at fea ; nor fee the more. 

Whence earth, and thefe bright orbs ? — Eternal too ? 

Grant matter was eternal 5 ftill thefe orbs 

Would want fome other father 5— much deiign 

Is feen m all their motions, all their makes \ 

Defign implies intelligence, and art; 

Tiat can't be from them/elves— or man \ that art 1465 

Man fcarce can comprehend, could man bellow ? 

And nothing greater yet allow'd than man.-** 

Who, motion, foreign to the fmalleft grain, 

Shot through vail manes of enormous weight t 

Who bid brute matter's reftive lump aflume 1470 

Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 

Has matter innate motion? then each atom, 

Averting its indifputable right 

To dance, would form an univerfe of duft : 

Has matter none t Then whence thefe glorious forms 

And boundlefs flights, from Jbapelefi, and reposd? 

Has matter more than motion ? has it thought, 

'* Judgment, 
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" Judgment, and genius ? ink deeply learn'd 

" In mathematics f Has it franfd fitch laws, 

fC Which but toguefs, a Newton made kmnortair-~rqJfe 

'* If fb, how e&ch Jage atom laughs at me, 

cc Who think a clod inferior to a man I N 

tc If art, to form j and counfel, to conduct 5 

«' And that with greater far, than human flcill j 

tc . Refides not in each block j— a Godhead reigns.— 14S5 

4e Grant, then, invifible, eternal, Mind j 

" That granted, all is folvM.— But, granting that, . 

<c Draw I not o'er me a ftill darker cloud ? 

€t Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive ? 

** A -being without origin, or end !— 1496 

€€ Hail, human liberty ! There is no God— 

€C Yet, why ? On either fcheme that knot fubfifts ; 

" Subfift it muff, in God, or human race j 

€€ If in the laft, how many knots befide, 

* Indiflbhible all ? — Why chufe it there, 1495 
" Where, chofen, ftill fubfift ten thoufand more ? 

" Rejett it, where, that chofen, all the reft 

" Difpers'd, leave reafon's whole horizon clear ? 

:c This is not reafon's dictate 5 reafon fays, . 

;< Clofe with the fide where one grain turns the fcale; 1 cod 

:c What vaft preponderance is here ! can reafon 

* With louder voice txc\z\n*--Belie<ve a God ? 
< And reafon heard, is the fole mark of man. 

* What things impoftible muft man think true, 

' On any other fyftem! and how ftrange 1505 

f To dijbelie*ve> through mere credulity V* 
If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no Haw, 

E z Let 
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Let it foe ever bind bim to belief* 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
■ And, if a God there is, that God how great I 1510 
How great that power, whofe providential care 
Through thefe bright orbs' dark centres darts a raj ! 
Of nature univerfal threads the whole I 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Though little, on the footftool of his throne ! 151 5 

That little gem, how large ! a weight let fall 
From a nxt ftar, in ages can it reach 
This diftant earth ! Say, then, Lorenzo ! where, 
Where, ends this mighty building ? Where, begin 
*The fuburbs of Creation ? Where, the wall 1 513 

Whofe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-exiftence ? Nothing's ftrange abode I 
Say, at what point of fpace Jehovah dropped 
His flacken'd line, and laid his balance by 9 
Weigh'd worlds, and jneafur'd infinite, no more ? 15:; 
Where, rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, to gods, 
In characters illuftrious as the fun, 
" I ftand, the plan's proud period 3 I pronounce 
M The work accompliih'd j the creation clos'd : 1550 
•* Shout, all ye gods ! nor ihout ye gods alone j 
" Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
«' That reds, or rolls, ye heights, and depths refuur.il 
" Refound! refound ! ye depths, and heights, refounc 
Hard are thofe queftions I— Anfwer harder ftill. 153; 
Is this the fole exploit, the fingle birth, 
The folitary fon of power divine? 

C 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. 55 

Or has th* Almighty Father, with a breath, 

Impregnated the womb of difkznt Jpace ? 

Has He not bid, in various provinces, *54*. 

Brother-Creations the dark bowels burft 

Of night primaeval j barren, now, no more ? 

And He the central fun, tranfpiercing all 

Thofe giant-generations ; which difport, 

And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray 5 '545 

That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb'd, 

In that abyfs of horror, whence they fprung 5 

While Chaos triumphs, repofleft of all 

Rival creation ravmVd from his throne ? 

Chaos I of nature both the womb, and grave f 1550 
Think'ft thou my fcheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too wide ?- 

Is this extravagant ? — No; this isjufl; 

Juft, in conjeclure, though 't were falfe \nfaS. 

If 'tis an error, 'tis an error fprung 

From noble root, high thought of the Moft-High. 1555 

But wherefore errdr ? who can prove it fuch* ?-— 

He that can fet Omnipotence a bound. 

Can man conceive beyond what God can do t 

Nothing, but quite imfojfihle is hard. 

Hi Aimmons* into being, with like eafe, 1 560 

A whole creation, and a fingle grain^ 

Speaks he the word ? a* thoufand worlds are born ! 

A thoufand worlds ? there T s fpace for millions more $ 

And in what fpace can his great fiat fail ? 

Condemn me not, cold critic 1 but indulge 1565 

The warm imagination : why condemn ? 

Why not indulge fuch thoughts, as fweli our hearts 

E j With. 
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With fuller admiration of that pvuatr, 
Who gives our hearts with fuchhigh thoughts to iwell? 
Vfhy not indulge in His augmented praife ? 1 57a 

Darts not His glory a ftill brighter ray, 
The lefs is left to Chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous night, where fancy ftrays aghaftj 
And, though moft talkative, makes no report? 
.Still feems my thought enormous ? Think again 5—1575 
Experience 'felf (hall aid thy lame belief. 
Glajfes (that revelation to the fight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep difclofe 
Of fine-{pun nature, exquifitelyyJwatf, 
And, though demonflrated, ftill ill-conceived? 15*0 
If, then, on the" reverfe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poife f 
Defecl alone can err on fuch a theme ; 
What is too great, if we the caufe furvey ? 1585 

Stupendous Architect ! Thou, Thou art all t 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herfelf but at the centre ftill ! 
I Am, thy name ! exiftence, all thine own ! 
Creation *s nothing ; flatter' d much, ifftyl'd 1594 

4t The thin, the fleeting atmojphere of God" 

O for the voice— of what ? of whom$— What voice 
Can anfwer to my wants,, in fuch afcent, 
As dares to deem one univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows, j^ 

Fir'd in the vortex of Almighty power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 

Of 
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Of univerfal nature, as a fpeck, 

Like fair Britannia in our little ball $ % t 

Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its fize, 1600 

But, elfewhere, far out-meafur'd, far outihone ? 

Infancy (for thefatf beyond us lies) 

Canft thou not figure it, an I/Ie, almoft 

Too fmall for notice, in the waft of being \ 

Sever'd by mighty feas of w-built fpace 1605 

From other realms 5 from ample continents 

Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell \ 

Lefs northern) lefs remote from Deity, 

Glowing beneath the [ine of the Supreme $ 

Where fouls in excellence make hafte, put forth i6i Q 

Luxuriant growths j nor the late autumn wait 

Of human, worth, but ripen foon to gods ? 

Yet why drown fancy in fuch depths as theTe f 
Return, prefiimptuous rover \ and confefs 
The bounds of man 5 nor blame them, as too finail. 1^15 
Enjoy we not full fcope in what \%feen? 
Full ample the dominions of the fun I 
Full glorious to behold ! how far, how wide, 
The matchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne,' 
Lavifli of luftre, throws his beams about him, 1629 
Farther, anji falter, than a thought can fly, 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires 1 
This Heliopolis, by greater far, 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built $ 
And He alone, who built it, can deftroy. 1625 

Beyond this city, why flrays human thought ? 

One wonderful, enough for man to know I 

£ 4 One 
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One infinite ! enough for man to range ! 

One firmament, enough for man to read I 

O what voluminous inftruftion here I 1630 

What page of wifdom is deny*d him ? None j 

If learning his chief lefton makes him wife. 

Nor is inftrufiion, here; our only gain j 

There dwells a noble pathos in the ikies, 

Which warms our paflions, profel ytes our hearts. r6 3 5 

How eloquently dunes the glowing pole r 

With what authority it gives its charge, 

Remonftrating great truths in ftyle fublime, 

Though filent, loud ! heard- earth around 5 above 

The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell j 1640 

Hell has her wonder, though too proud to pratte. 

Is earthy then, more infernal ? has (he thofe, 

Who neither praife (Lorenzo) nor admire? 

Lorenzo's admiration, prat&ngag'd, 
Ne'er aik'd the moon one queftion ; never held 16^ 

Leaft correfpondence with z fingle ftar$ 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the queen of heaven 
Walking in brightnefs j or her train ador'd. 
Their fuhlunary rivals have long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole devotion j ftars malign, i^a 

Which made the fond aftronomer run mad $ 
Darken his intelleft, corrupt his heart} 
Caufe him to facrifice his fame and peace 
To momentary madnefs, call'd delight. 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs'd 165; 

The lifted hand to Luna, or pourM out 
The blood to Jove !— O Thou, to whom belongs 
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All facrifice ! 6 Thou Great Jove unfeign'd I 

Divine Infkru&or ! Thy firft volume, tbis 9 

For man's perufal j all in Capitals I 1-66* 

In moon, ^adjfars (heaven's golden alphabet 1) 

Emblaz'd to feize the fight ; who runs, may read \ 

Who reads, can under/land- 'Tis unconnVd 

To Chrifiian land, or Jewry j fairly writ> 

In language univerfal, to Mankind : 16^5 

A language, lofty to the learn'd : yet plain 

To thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 

Or, from his hulk, ftrike out the bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the Great Mind, that fpeaks ! 

Preface, and comment, to the /acred page I 167^ 

Which oft refers its reader to the ikies, 

As pre-fuppofing his firft leflbn there, 

And fcripture felf a fragment, that unread* 

Stupendous book of wifdom, to the wife \ 

Stupendous bookl and open'd, Night 1 by Thee. 1675 

By Thee much open'd,. I confefs, O Night / 
Yet more I wifh j but hvw (hall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night! whofe modeft, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and prefent* 
The world's great picture foften'd to the fight ; 1680 
Nay, kinder fur, far more indulgent (till, 
Say, thou, whofe mild dominion's filver key 
Unlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud, and envious ftar of noon ! 168 j 

Canft thou not draw a deeper foene ?— And fliew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 

Thefe 
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Thefe rich regalia pompoufly difplay'd * 

To kindle that high hope ? Like him of Uz, 

I gafe around j I fcarc)i on every fide-- 1690 

for a glimpfe of Him my foul adores ! 
As the chac'd hart, amid the defart waftc, 

Pants for the living ftream ; for Him who made her, 

So pants the thirty foul, amid the blank 

Qf fiiblunary joys. Say, goddefs I where ? 1695 

Where blazes His bright court? Where burns His throne? 

Thou know' ft j for Thou art near Him j by Thee, round 

#/ > grand pavilion, facred fame reports 

The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing, 1700 

Who travel far, difcover where He dwells ? 

Kftar His dwelling pointed out below. 

Ye Pleiades ! Ar&urus ( Mazaroth ! 

And thou, Orion I of ftill keener eye ! 

Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, X705 

And bring them out of tempeft into port ! 

On which hand muft I bend my courfe to find Him ? 

Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their King 5 

1 wake whole nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 

I wake; and, waking, climb nigbfs radian tfcale, 1710 
From fphere to fphere; the fteps by nature fet 
For man's afcent ; at once to tempt and aid\ 
To tempt his eye, and aid his towering thought; 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 

In ardent contemplation's rapid car, 1 7 1 5 

From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out. . 
How fwift I mount I diminifh'd earth, recedes j 

I pafs 
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I pafs the moon $ and, from her farther fide. 

Pierce heaven's blue curtain j ftrike into remote ; 

Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtil fage 1720 

His artificial, airy journey takes, 

And to celeftial lengthens human fight. 

I paufe at every planet on my road, 

And afk for Him who gives their orbs to roll, 

Their foreheads fair to fhine. From Saturn's ring, 17x5 

In which, of earths an army might be loft, 

With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 

Amid thofe fovereign glories of the ikies, 

Of independent, native luftre, proud $ 

The fouls of iyftems 1 and the lords of life, 1730 

Through their wide empires '.—What behold I nvw t 

A wildernefs of wonder burning round 5 

Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres j. 

Perhaps the 'villas of defcending gods $ 

Nor halt I here j my toil is but begun j. *735. 

*Tis but the threfhold of the Deity j 

Or, far beneath it, I am groveling ftill. 

Nor is it ftrange 5 I built on a miftake $ 

The grandeur of his works, whence folly fought 

For aid, to reafon fets his glory higher j 174^ 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him) 

O where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dwell ? 

Paufe, then $ and, for a moment, here refpire— 
If human thought can keep its ftation here. 
Where am I ? — Where is earth? — Nay, where art Thou 
O fun f — Is the fun turn'd reclufe ?— And are 
His boafted expeditions ihort to mine ?— 

To 
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To mine, how fliort ! On nature's Alps I fhuuT, 

And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath ! 

A thoufand fyftems ! as a thoufand grains ! 175* 

So much a ftranger, and fo late arriv'd, 

How can man's curious fpirit not enquire, 

What are the natives of this world fublime, 

Of this fo foreign, un-terreftrial fphere, 

Where mortal, untranjlated, never ftray'd ? 1755 

" O ye, as diftant from my little home, 
«« As fwifteft fun-beams in an age can fly ! 
44 Far from my native element I roam, 
41 In queft of new, and wonderful, to man. 
44 What province This, of His immenfe domain, 1760 
44 Whom all obeys ? or mortals here, or gods r 
14 Ye borderers on the coafts of blifs I what are you ? 
44 A colony from heaven ? Or, only rais'd, 
41 By frequent vifit from heaven's neighbouring realms. 
u To fecondary gods, and half divine?— 1765 

'• Whatever your nature, this is paft difpute, 
11 Far other life you live, far other tongue 
44 You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
44 Than man. How various are the works of God! 
11 But fay, ivbat thought ? is reafon here inthron'd, 1709 
44 And abfolute ? orfenfe in arms againft her ? 
41 Have you tnvo lights ? or need you no reveal* d? 
44 Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 
44 And had your Eden an abftemious Eve ? 
44 Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 1775 
44 And afk their Adams— 44 Who would not be <wifeF 
44 Or, if your mother fill, are you ndeem'd t 

z «* Ani 
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** And if redeemM — is your Redeemer /corned? 
*« Is This your final refidence? if not, 
*< Change you your fcene, tranjlated? or by death? 1 78© 
*' And if by death 5 ivbat death ? — Know you difeafe? 
<« Or horrid <war ?— -With war, this fatal hour, 
" Europa groans (fo call we a fmall field, 
" Where kings run mad). In Our world, Death deputes 
" Intemperance to do the work of Age 5 1785 

*' And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 
*' As flow of execution, for difpatch 
" Sends forth Imperial butchers j bids them flay 
«« Their fheep (the filly fheep they fleecM before), 
*' And tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meal. 1790 
<c Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 
" With you, can rage for plunder make a god? 
" And bloodjbed waih out every other ftain ?— 
"But You, perhaps, can't bleed : from matter grof* 
«* Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 1795 

" In fine-fpun iEther, privileged to foar, 
«« Unloaded, uninfected $ how unlike 
* ( The lot of man ! How few of human race 
" By their own mud unmurder'd 1 How we wage 
4t Self- war eternal !— ■ Is your painful day 1800 

" Of hardy conflict o'er ? Or, are you ftill 
" Raw candidates at fchool ? And have you thofe 
" Who duafteft Reverfions, as with Uj ?— 
" But what are We ? You never heard of Man \ 
" Or Earthy the Bedlam of the univerfe ! 1805 

*< Where Reafon (un-difeas'd with You) runs mad, 
" And nurfes Follfs children as her own $ 

u FowJ 
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" Fond of the fduleft. In the facred mount 

" Of Holinefs, where reafon is pronouneM 

"• Infallible » 5 and thunders, like a god $ 1810 

" Ev'n there, by Saints, the Daemons are outdone 5 

" What Thefe think wrong, our Saints refine to right ; 

" And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts ; 

'* Satan, inftru&ed, o'er their morals fmiles.— 

" But This, how ftrange to You, who know not Man ! 

** Has the leaft rumour of our race arriv'd ? 

" Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car ? 

*' Paft'by you the good Enoch, on his road 

€t To thofe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd ; 

** Who bruftYd, perhaps, your fphere in his defcent, 1820 

* c Stain'd your pure cryftal ^ther, or let fall 

" A fhort eclipfe from his portentous made > 

" O ! that the fiend had lodgM on fome broad orb 

u Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his prefent home, 

*Mlien blacken'd Earth with footfteps foul'd in hell* 

" Nor wauYd«in Ocean, as from Rome he paft 

" To Britain's ifle 5 too, too, confpicuous There ? % * 

But this is all digreffion : where is He, 
That o'er heaven's battlements the felon hurPd 
To groans, and chains, and darknefs ? Where is He, r8 30 
Who fees creation's fummit in a vale ? 
He, Whom, while man is Man, he can't but feek 5 
And if he finds, commences more than man ? 
O for a telefcope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye learn'd on Earth ! or Weft Above! 1*35 
Ye fearching, ye Newtonian angels ! tell, 
Where, your Grtat Matter's orb ? His planets, where? 
V Thofe 
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Thofe confcious Satellites, thofe Moming-ftafs, 

Firft-bom of Deity \ from central love, 

By veneration moft profound, thrown off; 184* 

By fweet attra&ion, no lefs ftrongly drawn ; 

Aiv'd, ani yet raptured 5 raptured, ytlferene ; 

Pali thought illuftrious, but with borrowed beams ; 

In ftill approaching circles, ftill remote* 

Revolving round the fun's eternal Sire r 1845 

Or fent, in lines dire&, on embaffies 

To nations— in what latitude ?— Beyond 

Terreftrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 

High errands fent ? — Here human effort ends 5 

And leaves me ftill a ftranger to His throne. 1850 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my road. 
Born in an age more Curious than Devout ; 
More fond to fix the place of heaven, or hell, 
Than ftudious this to fliun, or that fecure. 
*Tis not the curious, but the pious path, it$f 

That leads me to my point : Lorenzo 1 know, 
Without or Star, or Angel, for their guide, 
Who worihip God, fhall^/SWhim. Humble Love, 
And not proud Reafon, keeps the door of heaven ; 
Love finds admiffion, where proud Science fails, i860 
Man's fcience is the culture of his heart j 
And not to lofe his plumbet in the depths 
Of Nature, or the more profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt that fets 
The wifeft on a level with the fool. 186$ 

To fathom Nature (ill-attempted Here I) 
Paft doubt is deep philoftphy Above \ 

4 Highcf 



f + YOUNG'S POEMS. 

Higher degrees in blifs archangels take. 

As deeper learn'd ; the deepeft, learning dill* 

For, what a thunder of Omnipotence. i%p 

(So might I dare to fpeak) \%feen in All I 

In Man / in Earth ! in more amazing Skies 1 

Teaching this lefTon, Pride is loth to learn— 

« Not deeply to difcern, not much to know, 

w Mankind was born to Wonder, and Adore.** 1875 

And is there caufe for higher wonder ftill, 
Than that which ftruck us from our paft furveys ? 
Yes 5 and for deeper adoration too. 
From jny late airy travel unconmVd, 
Have 1 learned nothing ?•— Yes, Lorenzo J This j 188: 
Each of .thefe ftars is a religious houfe } 
Iifaw their al.tars fmoke, their incenfe rife $ 
And heard Ho/annas ring through every fphere, 
A feminary fraught with future gods. 
ffature all o'er is confecrated ground, xS?f 

Teeming with growths immortal and divine. 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing wafte j but fows thefe fiery fields 
With feeds of reafon, which to virtues rife 
Bepeath His genial ray 5 and, if efcap'd 1853 

The peftilential blafts of ftubbojcn n/oiU 9 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the ikies. 
And is Devotion thought too much on earth, 
When beings, fo fuperior, homage boajl, 
And triumph in proftration to The Throne ? 18 : 

But wherefore more of planets, or of ftars ? 
' JEthereal journeys, and, difcover'd there, 

Tea 
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Ten thoufand worlds', ten thoufand ways devottf, 
All Nature fending incenfe to The Throne* 
Except the bold Lorenzos of Our fphere? 190* 

Opening the folemn fources of my foul, 
Since I have pour'd, like Feign'd Eridamrs, 
My flowing numbers o'er the 1 flaming flriesj 
Nor fee, of fancy, or of fa&, what more 
Invites the Mufe — Here turn we, and review 1005 
Our paft no&urnal landfchape wide :— Then fay, 
Say, then, Lorenzo ! with what burft of heart, 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
Muft man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 
" O what a root! O what a branch, is herel 1910 
" O what a Father ! - What a Family ! 
« Worlds! fyftems! and creations 1— And creations, 
« c In one agglomerated clufter, hung, 
" * Great Vine! On Thee, on Thee the cltf Iter hangs' . 
" The filial clufter ! infinitely fpread 19 x \ 

** In glowing globes, with' various being fraught 5 
«« And drinks (ne&arebus draught !) inimoital life. 
" Or, (hall I fay (for who can fay enough ?> 
" A constellation of ten thoufand gems, 
" (And, O! of whatdimenfion! of whatweigl»t!) 1920 
" Set in one Signet, flames on the right hand 
" Of Majefty Divine ! The blazing Seal, 
" That deeply ftamps, on all created mind, 
*< Indelible, His fovereign attributes, 
«« Omnipotence, and Love! That, paffing bound: 1925 
" And rhir, furpaffing That. Nor flop we Here, 
Vol. III. F « For 

* John xv. 1. 
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** For want of Power in God, but Thought in Man. 

" Ev'n This acknowledged, leaves us ftill in debt : 

" If Greater aught, That Greater all is Thine, 

" Dread Sire ! — Accept this Miniature of Thee j 19; 

" And pardon an Attempt from mortal thought, 

*' In which archangels might have fail'd, unblamM. 

How fuch ideas of th* Almighty's Power, 
And fuch ideas of th' Almighty's Plan> 
(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thought ^ 

Of feeble mortals ! Nor of them alone ! 
The fulnefs of the Deity breaks forth 
In Ineonceinjahles to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think 5 nor ever drop the thought 5 
How low muft Man defcend, when Gods adore ! 194J 
Have I not, then, accomplmYd my proud boaft ? 
Did I not tell thee, " * We would mount, Lorenzo ! 
" And kindle our devotion at the Stars ?" 

And have IfaiVdP An4 did I flatter thee ? 
And art all adamant ? And doft confute 1945 

All urg'd, with one irrefragable Smile f 
Lorenzo ! Mirth how miferable here ! 
Swear by the Stars, by Him who made them, fwear, 
Thy heart, henceforth, mail be as pure as They : ' 
Then Thou, like Them, (hak/fr***; like Them, ihalt rift 
From low to lofty 5 from obfcure to bright j 1 

By due gradation, Nature's facred law. | 

The Stars, from whence ? — AJk Chaos — He can tell. | 
Tbefe bright temptations to idolatry, 
From Darknefsy and Confufion, took their birth j 194I 

So* 
• Page 11. 
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Sons of Deformity I from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, firft they rofe to maffes rude ; 
And then, to fpheres opaque ; Then dimly /hone j 
Then brightened 5 Then blaz'd out in perfeB day. 
Nature delights in progrefs ; in advance i960 

From worfe to better : but, when Minds afcend, 
Progrefs, in part, depends upon them/elves. 
Heaven aids exertion 5 Greater makes the Great j 
The voluntary Little leffens more. 
O be a Man! and thou malt be a God! 1965 

' And Half Self-made ! — Ambition how divine I 
O Thou, ambitious of difgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? Unkindled ? — Though high-taught, 
School'd by the ikies, and pupil of the ftars j 
Rank coward to the faftiionable world 1 1970 

Art thou ajhanid to bend thy knee to heaven ? 
Curft fume of pride, exhaled from deepeft hell ! 
Pride in Religion is man's higheft praife. 
Bent on deftru&ion ! and in love with death ! 
Not all thefe luminaries, quench'd at once, 1975 

Were half fo fad, as one benighted mind, 
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defrair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimmering tapers, filent fits ! 
How forrowful, how defolate, (he weeps 1980 

Perpetual dews, and faddens nature's fcene ! 
A fcene more fad Sin makes the darkened foul, 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive. 

Though blind of heart, ftill open is thine eye: 
Why fuch magnificence in all thou feed ? 1985 

F 2 Of 
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Of Fortune ; then the morfel of Dejpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo ! (for thou know'ft it well) 
What 's Vice /'—Mere want of compafs in our thought. 
Religion, what ? — The proof of Common-fenfe. 
How art thou whooted, where the Leaft prevails ! 2050 
Is it my fault, if thefe Truths call thee Fool? 
And thou (halt never be mifcalTd by me. 
Can neither Shame, nor Terror, (land thy Friend ? 
And art thou fill an infecl in the mire ? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown j *©55 
Snatch'd thee from earth 5 efcorted thee through all 
TV ethereal armies j walked thee, like a God, 
Through fplendours of firft magnitude, arranged 
On either hand 5 clouds thrown beneath thy feet j 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright paradife of God ; ao6o 
And almoft introduced thee to The Throne ! 
And art thou ftill caroufing, for delight, 
Rank poifon j firft, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then fubfiding into final gall ? 
To beings of fublime, immortal make, 2065 

How (hoqking is all joy, whofe end is fure ! 
Such joy, more (hocking ftill, the more it charms I 
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well-begun 5 
And infamous, as (hort ? And doft thou chufe 
(Thou, to whofe palate Glory is fo fweet) 1070 

To wade into perdition, through contempt, 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And fecn it blufli beneath a boaftful brow \ 
For, by ftrong guilt's moft violent alTault, 2075 

Confcience 
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Confcience is but difabled, not defirofd. 

O thou moft Aweful Being 5 and moft Vain ! 
Thy will, how frail I how glorious is thy power! 
Though dread Eternity has fown her feeds 
Of blifs, and woe, in thy defpotic breaft 5 1680 

Though heaven, and hell, depend upon thy choice j 
A butterfly comes crofs, and both are fled. 
Is This the pi&ure of a rational ? 
This horrid image, (hall it be moft juft ? 
Lorenzo ! No : it cannot,— -Jball not, be, 2085 

If there is force in Reafon ; or, in Sounds 
Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour, 
When Jlumber locks the general lip, and dreams 
Through fenfelefs mazes hunt fouls un-itifpbfd. 2090 

Attend— The facred myfteries begin 

My folemn Nigbt-born adjuration hear j 
Hear, and I '11 raife thy fpirit from the duft 5 
While the fiars gaze on this inchantment new : 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine I 2095 

" By Silence, Death's peculiar attribute 5 
" By Darknefs, Guilt's inevitable doom j 
" By Darknefs, and by Silence, fitters dread 1 
" That draw the curtain round Night's ebon throne, 
" And raife ideas, folemn as the fcene ! 2100 

" By Night, and all of aweful, night prsfcnts 
" To Thought or Senfe (of aweful much, to both, 
" The goddefs brings) ! By thefe her trembling Fires, 
" Like Vefta's, ever-burning ; and, like hers, 
" Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 210? 
F 4 " "f 
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" By theft bright orators, that/wre, and praift, 

" And prefs thee to revere, the Deity 5 

11 Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 

u To reach his throne % *&fiages of the foul, 

" Through which, at different periods, flie fhall pals, 

u Refining gradual, for her final height, 

" And purging off fome drofs at every fphere I 

" By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world ! 

" By the world's kings, and kingdoms, mod renowned, 

" From fhort ambition's zenith fet for ever; 1115 

*' Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom I 

" By the long lift of fwift mortality, 

" From Adam downward to this evening knell, 

** Which midnight waves in fancfs ftartled eye ; 

". And mocks her with an hundred centuries, 2iz© 

" Round deatfrs black banner throng'd, in human 

" thought! 
" By thoufands, now, resigning their laft breath, 
" And calling thee— wert thou fo wife to hear ! 
" By tombs o'er tombs arifing ; human earth 
" Ejected, to make room for— human earth; 21*5 
" The monarch's terror! and the fexton's trade! 
u By pompous obfequies that fhun the day, 
«' The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
" Which makes poor man's humiliation proud 5 
" Boaft of our ruin ! triumph of our dufi ! 1130 

" By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones; 
" And the pale lamp that (hews the ghaftly dead, 
" More ghaftly, through the thick incumbent gloom t 
" By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes, 

« The 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX- 75. 

" The gliding fpe&re 1 and the groaning grave ! 2135 

** By groans, and graves, and miferies that groan 

** For the grave's flielter ! By defponding men, 

" Senfelefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt ! 

cc By guilt's laft audit 1 By yon 01000 iu blood, 

" The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, 2140 

" And thunder's lad difcharge, great nature's- knell 1 

" By Second chaos ; and Eternal nigbf— 

Be wife— Nor let Philander blame roy charm \ 

But own not ill difcharg'd my double debt, 

Lohjc to the living; duty to the dead. 2145 

For know I'm but executor j be left 
This moral legacy j I make it o'er 
By bis command ; Philander hear in me ; 
And heaven in both.— If deaf to thefe, Oh ! hear 
Florello's tender voice 5 his weal depends "5^ 

On thy refolve j it trembles at thy choice; . 
For bis fake— love thy/elf: example ftrikes - 
All human hearts j a bad example more ; 
More ftill a father's; that enfures his ruin. 
A9 parent of his being, wouldft thou .prove **55~ 

The unnatural parent of his miferies, 
And make him curfe the being which thou gaveit ? 
Is this the blefling of fa fond a father ? 
If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpare, Oh ! fpare 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend ! 216a 

Fiorello's father ruin'd, ruins him j 
And from Philander's friend the world expects 
A conduct, no dilhonour to the dead. 
Let pajfion do, what nobler motive mould 5 

Let 
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Let love y and emulation, rife in aid 2165 

To reafon ; and perfuade thee to be— bleft. 
This feems not a requeft to be deny'd 5 

Yet (fuch the infatuation of mankind !) 

'Tis the moft bopelefs, man can make to man. 

Shall I then rife, in argument, and warmth ? % 170 

And urge Philander' s pofthumous advice, 

From topics yet unbroach'd ? 

But Oh ! I faint! My fpirits fail!— Nor ftrange! 

So long on wing, and in no middle clime ! 

To which my great Creator's glory call'd : **7S 

And calls— but, now, in vain. Sleeps dewy wand 

Has ftrok'd my drooping lips, and promifes 

My long arrear of reft j the d&wny god 

(Wont to return with our returning peace) 

Will /ay, ere long, and blefs me with repofe. 21 fro 

Hafte, hafte, fweet ftranger ! from the peafant's cot, 

The fliip-boy's hammock, or the foldier's ftraw, 

Whence forrouu never chac'd thee ; with thee bring, 

Not hideous vifions, as of late ; but draughts 

Delicious of well-tafted, cordial, reft; 2185 

Man's rich reftorative; his balmy bath, 

That fupplcs, lubricates, and keeps in play 

The various movements of this nice machine, 

Which a(ks fuch frequent periods of repair. 

When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 2190 

Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn j 

Frefli we fpin on, ulljtcknefs clogs our wheels, 

Or death quite breaks the ipring, and motion ends. 

When will it end with me ? 

—"THOU 
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" THOU only know'ft, 1195 

ft Thou, whofc broad eye the future, and the paft, ■ 

cc Joins to theprefenti making one of three 

" To moral thought i Thou know'ft, and Thou alone, 

«* All-knowing—! all-unknown!— and yet well-known! 

* c Near, though remote! and, though unfathoni'd, felt! 

' c And, though invifible, for ever feen ! 

* c And feen in all! the great and the minute: 

" Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

" Each flower, each leaf, with its fmall people fwarm'd, 

*' ( Thofe puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 1205 

«• To the firft thought, that alks, " From 'whence?"" 

" declare 

€t Their common fource. Thou Fountain, running o'ex 

" In rivers of communicated joy \ 

" Who gav'ft us fpeech for far, far humbler themes ! 

cc Say, hy what name (hall I prefume to call 2210 

" Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs funs, 

" As Mofes, in the hujb ? Illuftrious Mind ! 

" The whole creation, lefs, far lefs, to Thee, 

" Than that to the creation's ample round. 

** How (hall I name Thee ? — How my labouring foul 

" Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth ! 

" Great fyftem of perfections ! mighty caufe 

" Of caufes mighty ! caufe uncaus'd ! fole root 

"Of nature > that luxuriant growth of God I 

«* Firft Father of effeQs I that progeny 2220 

" Of endlefs feries ; where the golden chain's 

" Laft link admits a period, who can tell ? 

u Father of all that is or heard, or hears \ 

« Father 
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** Father of all that is or feen, or fees ! 

u Father of all that is, or Jball arife ! 2,2*3 

<* Father of this immeafurable mafs 

tl Of matter multiform j or denfe, or rare 5 

4S Opaque, or lucid 5 rapid, or at reft 5 

4S Minute, or pafiing bound ! in each extreme 

" Of like amaze, and myftery, to man. 22-30 

" Father of thefe bright millions of the night I 

44 Of which the leaft full Godhead had proclaim'd, 

" And thrown the gazer on his knee — Or, fay, 

*« Is appellation higher ftill, Thy choice ? 

4< Father of matter's temporary lords ! . **35 

44 Father of fpirits t nobler offspring ! fparks 

4t Of high paternal glory j rich endowed 

t( With various meafures, and with various modes 

4( Of inflinft, reafon, intuition ; beams 

44 More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 224.0 

44 The dark of matter organized (the ware 

" Of all created fpirit) ; beams, that rife 

" Each over other in.fuperior light, 

• c Till the laft ripens into luftre ftrong, 

" Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 224.5 

** (Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earth) 

" Of intellectual beings ! beings bleft 

*' With powers to pleafe Thee j not of paffive ply 

" To laws they know not ; beings lodg'd in feats 

44 Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 2250 

" Of this imperial palace for thy fons 5 

" Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 

44 Though boundlefs habitation, pkna'd by Thee : 

44 Whofe 
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*« Whole feveral clans their feveral climates fuit; 

«« And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. 2*55 

«* Or, Oh ! indulge, immortal King, indulge 

•« A title, lefs auguft indeed, but more 

* c Endearing j ah! how fweet in human ears 1 

** ' Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts ! 

** Father of Immortality to man! 2*60 

%t A theme that * lately fet my foul on fire— 

" And Thou the Next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 

<c That blefling was convey'd 5 far more! yrz& bought \ 

<c Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 

*€ Were made 5 and one, redeemed ! illuftrious Light 

*' From Light illuftrious ! Thou, whofe regal powers 

" Finite in time, but infinite in JPace, 

€S On more than adamantine bafis fcVd, 

<( O^er more, far more, than diadems and thrones, 

" Inviolably reigns j the Dread of gods ! 2270 

'* And Oh ! the Friend of man ! beneath whofe foot, 

*' And by the mandate of whofe aweful nod, 

*' All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

<c Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

*' Through the fliort channels of expiring time, 2275" 

cl Or fhorelefs ocean of eternity, 

" Calm, or tempeftuous (as thy Spirit breathes), 

" In abfolute fubje&ion ! — And, O Thou 

<c The glorious Third ! diftinft, not feparate ! 

" Beaming from Both ! with Both incorporate ; 2*80 

** And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with duft! 

** By condefcenfion, as Thy glory, great, 

" EnfhrinM 
* Nights the Sixth and Seventh. 
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" EnfhriiTd in man I of human hearts, if pure, 

" Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 

" Of heaven with diftant earth ! by whom I truft, 2285 

c< (If not infpirM) uncenfur'd this addrefs 

" To Thee, to Them— To whom ? -My fterious Power'. 

'« Reveal'd— yet unreveaTd ! darknefs in light j 

" Number in unity ! our Joy ! our Dread ! 

" The Triple Bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 2290 

" That animates all right, the Triple Sun ! 

" Sun of the foul ! her never-fetting Sun ! 

" Triune, Unutterable, UnconceiyM, 

" Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, Great God ! 

" Greater than Greateft ! Better than the Beft ! 2295 

" Kinder than kindeft ! with foft pity's eye, 

" Or (ftronger (till to fpeak it) with Thine Own, 

" From Thy bright home, from that high Firmament, 

" Where Thou, from all eternity, haft dwelt $ 

** Beyond archangels unaffifted ken ; 2300 

" From far above what mortals higheft call j 

" From elevation's pinnacle $ look down, 

" Through— What ? confounding interval ! through all 

" And more than labouring fancy can conceive j 

" Through radiant ranks of effences unknown ; 2305 

" Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 

11 Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

" With endlefs change of rapturous duties nVd; 

" Through wondrous beings interpofing fwarms, 

€t All cluttering at the call, to dwell in Thee 5 23 1« 

" Through this wide wafte of worlds ! this *vifia vaft, 

«« All fanded o'er with funs ; funs turn'd to night 

" Before 
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«* Before tby feebleft beam— Look down— down— down, 

€C On a poor breathing particle in duft, 

cc Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes. 2315 

<€ His crimes forgive ! forgive his virtues, too ! 

" Thofe fmaller faults, half-converts to the right. 

" Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more 

** May fee the fun (though night's defcending fcale 

'« Now weighs up morn), unpity'd, and unbleft ! 2310 

"In Thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain 5 

" Pain, our averfion 5 pain, which ftrikes me now j 

*' And, fince all pain is terrible to man, 

" Though tranfient, terrible; at Thy good hour, 

*' Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 2325 

*' My clay -cold bed ! by nature, now, fo near j 

* c By nature, near ; iii.ll nearer by difeafe ! 

«« Till then, be this, an emblem of my grave : 

** Let it but-preach the preacher j ev^ry night 

«* Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's ear j 2330 

" That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb I 

* c And when (the fhelter of thy wing implor'd) 

" "Myfe/tfes, footh'd, mail fink in foft repofe, 

€ * O fink this truth ftill deeper in my foul, 

*' Suggefted by my pillow, lign'd by fate, 2335 

*' Firft, in fate's volume, at the page of man"" 

" Man s fickly foul, though turned and tofs^dfor ever, 

" From fide to fide, can reft on nought but Thee : 

" Here, in full trufl j hereafter ', in full joy \ 

" On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal down 2340 

« Of fpirits, toird in travel through this vale. 

" Nor of that pillow /ball my foul defpond 3 

" For 
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** For— Love almighty ! Love almighty ! (ling, 
* c Exult, creation !) Love almighty, reigns ! 
«« That death of death ! thatcordialof defpair ! 434.5 
<c And loud Eternity's triumphant fong ! 

" Of whom, no more:— For, O Thou Patron-God I 
" Thou God and Mortal! Thence more God to man ! 
" Man's theme eternal ! man's eternal theme ! 
** Thou canft not *fbape uninjured from our praife. 2 350 
** Uninjur'd from our praife can He efcape, 
" Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
41 The heaven of heavens, to kifs the diftant earth ! 
M Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul ! 
u Againft the Crofs, Death* s iron fceptre breaks ! 2355 
*' From famifiYd ruin plucks her human prey ! 
" Throws wide the gates celeftial to his foes ! 
u Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlefs debt, 
" Deputes their fuffering brothers to receive ! 

* And, if deep human guilt in payment fails - 9 2360 
" As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair ! 

u Injotns it, as our duty, to rejoice ! . 
u And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind, 
w * Takes bis delights among thefons of men."" 
^What words are thefe— And did they come from 
heaven ? 2365 

And were they Q>oke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What are all myfteries to love like this ? 
The fongs of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the found 5 
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart ; 2370 

Though 
* Prov. chap, viii. 
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Though plung'd, before* in horrors dark as night** 

Rich prelibation of confummate joy I 

Nor -wait we diflblvtion to be bleft. 
This final effort of the moral Mufe, 

How juftly * titled? nor for me alone s 2375 

For all that read 5 what fpirit of fupport, 

What heights of Confolation, crown my fong ! 

Then, farewel Night ! of darknefs, now, no more : 
. Joy breaks ; mines j triumphs ; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 2380 
Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys ? 
My &ul ! henceforth, in fweeteft union join 
The two fupports «f human happinefs, 
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet j 
True tafie of life, and con (tan t thought of death I 43S5: 
The thought of death* fole victor of its dread ! 
Hope, be thy 70V j and probity thy fkiU\ 
Thy patron He, whofe diadem has dropped 
Yon gems of heaven j Eternity, thy prize : 
And leave the racers of the world their own, «39* 
Their feather, and their froth, for endlefs toils : 
Thfiy part with all for that which is not bread 5 
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, poweib^ 

- And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim*t more. 

How muft a fpirit, late efcap'd from earthy a - g _ 

- Suppofe Philanders, Lucia's, or NarciflVs, 
The truth 'pf things new-blazing in its eye, 
.Look back, aftonifh'd, on the ways of men, 

Vol, TIL G Whofc 

* The Confolation. 



**• ' YOUNG'S POEMS, 

Whofe live* whole drift is to forget their graves ! 

And when our prefent privilege is paft, 2400 

To fcourge us with due fenfe of its abufe, 

The fame aftoniftiment will feize us all. 

What then muft :pam us, would .preferve us now. 

Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late ; Lorenzo ! 

Seize wifdom, ere 'tis torment to be wife 5 2405 

That .is, feize ivifdom, ere flie feizes. thee. 

For what, my fknall philofopher ! is bell? 

*Tis -nothing but full knowledge of the truth. 

When truth, refitted long, isiworn our foe-; 

And calls Eternity to do her right. 14.1c 

Thus, darknefs aiding intelle&uallight, 
And facred/ZfHr* whifpering truths divine, 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 
My fong the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And fhot, ambitious of unbounded fcenes, *4~ T 5 

Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Of fancy > when our hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in flatterers and foes ; 
*Tis pride, to praife her j penance to perform. ^420 
To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo.! rke, at this aufpicious hour; 
An hour, when heaven 's mod intimate with man $ 
When, like a falling ftar, the ray divine 
Glides fwift into the bofcm of the juflj 241c 

And juft are all, determined to reclaim j 
Which fets that title high within thy reach. 

Awake, 
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Awake, then : thy Philander calls : awake ! 
Thou, who (halt wake, when the citation fleeps j 
When, like a taper, all thefe fans expire 5 1430 

'When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 
< Plucking the pillars that fupport the world, 
■- In Nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd 5 
* And Midnight, Unvverfal Midnight ! reigns. 



^END OF THE NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 
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RESIGNATION. 



IN TWO PARTS, 



u My foul fliall be fetisfied even as it were with marrow 
44 and fatnefs 3 when my mouth praifeth thee with . 
«* joyful lipd»" Psalm lxiii. €, . 



ADVERT 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

THIS' was- not intended ^fbr the Public 5 titere 
were many and ftrong reafons againft it ; and are fo 
ftill ; but fome extratts of it, from the few copies 
which wer* given/ away, , being gat into .the printed 
papers, it was thought neceffary to publifh fomething, 
left a copy ftill more imperfect than this would fall 
into the prefs : and it is hoped, that this unwelcome 
occafion of publication may be fome excufe for it. 

As for the following ftanzas, God Almighty's in. 
finite power, and marvellous goodnefs~toHnaii*.is dwelt 
on, as the mpft juft and cogent reafon for our chear- 
ful and abfolute refignation to his will ; nor are any of 
thofe topics declined, which have a juft tendency to pro- 
mote that fupreme virtue : fuch as the vanity of this 
life, the value of the next, the approach of death, &c. 
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resignation; 

PART I. 

*"p»HE days how few, how fliort the years- 

* Of man's too rapid race, 
Each-leaving, as- it fwiftty fliesy 
A fhorter in its place ! 

They who the longeft leafe enjoy, 

Have told us with a figh, 
That to be born items little more, 

Than to begin to die. 

Numbers there, are who feel this truth* 

With fears alarm'd 5 and yet, 
In life'3 delufions lull'd afleep, 

This weighty truth forget : 

And am not I to thefe akin ? 

Age flumber* o'er the qoill; 
Its honour blots, whatever it writes 5 

And am I writing ftill ? 

Confcious of- nature in decline, 

And languor in -my thoughts ;. 
To foften cenfure, and abate 

Its rigour on my faults; 

Permit me, Madam I ere to You < 

The promised verfe I pay, 
To touch on felt infirmity,. 

Sad fitter of decay. 

G 4,.- One 
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One world deceas'd/ another bbrn, 

Like Noah they behold, 
O'er whofe white hairs, and furrowM brows, . 

Too many funs have rolPd : 

Happy the patriarch ! he rejoic'4 

His fecond world to fee ; 
My fecond world, though gay the fcene, , 

Can boaft no charms for me. 

To me this brilliant age appears 

With defolation fpread ; 
Near all with whom I liv'd, and fmil'd, . 

Whilft life was life, are dead | 

And with them dy'd my joys ; the grave-. 

Has broken nature's laws 5 
And clos'd, againft this feeble frame, 

Its partial cruel jaws j 

Gruel to fpare ! condemn'd to life ! 

A cloud impairs my fight ; 
My weak hand difobeys my will, . 

And trembles as I write. 

What mall I write ? Thalia, tell j - 

Say, long-abandoprd Mufe ! 
What field of fancy (hall I range ? 

What fubjea mall I chufe ? 

A choice of moment high infpire, , 

And refcue me from fhame, 
For doating on thy charms fo late, , 

By grandeur in my theme. 

Beyond' 
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Beyond the themes, which moll admire, 

Which dazzle, or amaze, 
Beyond renown'd exploits of war, 

Bright charms, or empire's blaze, 
Are theme*, which, in a world of woe, T 

Can beft appeafe our pain $ 
And, in an age of gaudy guilt, 

Gay folly's flood retrain j . 

Amidft the ftorms of Hfe fupport 

A calm unfhaken mind j 
And with unfading laurels crown- 

The brow of .the refign'd. 

O Refignation ! yet unfung, 
Untouched by former ftrains 5 
. Though claiming every Mufe'sfmile, ~ ? 
And every. Poet's pains, 

Beneath life's evening, folemn fhade, <, 

I dedicate my page 
To thee, thou fafeft guard of youth ! J 

Thou fole fupport of age! 

All other duties crefcents are 

Of virtue faintly, bright, 
The glorious confummation, Thou ! * 

Whieh fills her orb with light : 
How rarely fill'd ! The- love divine 

In evils to difcern, 
This the firil leflbn which we want, . 

The lateft, which we learn $ 

* A melan* 
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A melancholy truth ! for know, 

Could our proud hearts, refign, 
The diftance .greatly would decreafe 

'Twixt human and divine*. 
But though full noWe is my theme,,. 

Full urgent is my call 
To foften follow, and forbid - 

The burfting tear to fall j. 
The talk I tread j dare I. to leave 

Of humble profe the fliore, 
And put to.fea ? a dangerous £ea ? 

What throngs have funk before ! 
How proud the poet's billow fwells I 

The God !. the God ! his .boaft : 
A boaft .how vain ! What wrecks abound J 

Dead bards ftench every coaft. 
What then am I ? Shall I prefume, . 

On fiich a moulten wing, 
Above* the general, wreck to rife, 

And in my winter, fing ; 

When nightingales, when fweeteft bards 

Confine their charming fong 
To rummer's .animating heats, 

Content to .warble young ? 
Yet, write I muft ; . a * Lady fucs $ , 

How fhameful her requeft ! 
My brain in labour for dull rhyme \ ' 

Her's teeming with the beft ! 

* Mrs. M— — . 
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But you a {banger will excufe, 

Nor (corn his feeble ftrain ; 
To voir a ftranger, but, through fate, , 

No ftranger to your para.- 

The ghaft of grief 'deceas'd afcendsv 

His old wound bleeds anew 5 
His forrows. are recalled to life • 

By thofe he fees in you 5 

Too well he* knows thetwifting ftring* 

Of ardent hearts combin'd 
When rent afunder* how they bleed, 

How hard to he refign'd ': 

Thofe tears you pour, his eyes have fhed j n 

The pang you feel, he fek -5 
Thus nature, loud as virtue, bids 

His heart at yours to melt. 

But what can heart, or head, fuggeft ? 
* What fad experience fay ? 
Through truths auftere, to -peace we work' 
Our rugged, gloomy way: 

What are we r Whence ? For what ? and Whither ? ' 
Who know not, needs muft mourn ; 

But Thought^ bright daughter of the flues i 
Can tears to triumph turn: 

Thought is our armour/ 'tis the mind's 

Impenetrable fliield, 
When-, fent by fate, we meet our foes, 

In fore affliction's field ; 

It: 
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It plucks the frightful mafic from ill*** 

Forbids pale fear to hide, 
Beneath that dark diiguife, a friend, i 

Which turns affection's tide. I 

Affe&ion frail ! train 1 d up by &n&,, 

From reafon's channel ftrays ; 
And whilft it blindly points at peace, 

Our peace to pain betrays. , 

Thought winds its fond, erroneous (beam-* 

From daily-dying flowers^. 
To nourifh rich immortal blooms, 

In amaranthine bowers j 

WJience throngs* in extafy, look down 

On what once fliock'd their fight $ 
And thank the terrors of the pair. 

For ages of delight. 

All withers here ; who moil poflefs 

Are lofers by their gain, 
Stung by full proof, that, bad at beft, 

Life's idle All is vaini 

Vaki, in its courfe, life's murmuring ftreanr $ 

Did not its courfe offend, 
But murmur ceafe 5 life, then, would feein 

Still vainer, from its end. 

How wretched ! who, through cruel fate, 

Have nothing to lament ! 
With the poor alms this world affords 

Deplorably content I 

Had 
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3Had nat the Greek his world mrftook, 
His wifh had been moft wife; 

^To be content with but one worlrf, 
Like him, we ftiould defpife. 

Of earth's revenue would you ftate 

A full account, ' and fair > 
^Ve hope; and hopej and hope;* then caft 

The total up— *— 



Defpair. 



Since vain' all here, all future, vaft, 

Embrace the lot aflign'd 5 
Heaven wounds to heal j its frowns are friends^ 

Its ftrokes fevere, molt kind, 

\BufIn lapsed nature, rooted deep, 

Blrrid error domineers 3 
"""And on fools errands, in the dark, 
Sends out our hopes and fears $ 

Bids us for ever pains deplore, 

Our pleafures overprize $ 
Thefe oft perfuade us to be weak ; 

Thofe urge us to be wife. 

From virtue's rugged path to right 

» By pjeafure are we brought 
To flowery fields of wrong, and there 

-fain chides us for our fault 4 

Yet 
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Yet whilft it chides, it fpeaks pf peact, 

If folly is withftood j 
And fays, time pays an eafy price. 

For our eternal good. 

In earth's dark cot, and in an hour, 

And in delufion great, 
What an oeconomift is man 

To fpend his whole eftatc, 
And beggar an eternity ! 

For which, as he was born, 
More worlds than one againft it weigh'd, 

As feathers he fliould fcorn. 
Say not, your lofs in triumph leads 

Religion's feeble ftrife j 
; Joys "future amply reimburfe . 

Joys bankrupts of this life. 
But not deferred your joy fo long, 

It bears an early date ; 
Affliction' s ready pay in hand, I t . 

Befriends our prefent ftate $ 

What are the tears, which trickle down 

Her melancholy face., 
Like liquid .pearl ? Like pearls of. price, 

They purchafe lading peace. 

Grief foftens hearts, and curbs the will, 

Impetuous paflion tames, 
And keeps. infatiate, keen defire 

From launching in . extremes. 



Through 
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' ^Through time's dark womb, our judgment right, 

If our dim eye was thrown, 
•^Clear mould we- fee, the will divine 

Has but foreftaird our*own 5 

. JVt variance with our future wifli, 
Self-fever'd we complain ; 
If fo, the wounded, not the wound, 
Muft anfw«r-Tor the pain : 

The day mall come, and fwrft of wing, 

Though you may think it flow, 
* When/in the lift of fortune's fmiles, 
You '11 enter frowns of woe. 

For mark*he path of Providence ; 

This courfe it has purfued 
" Pain is the parent/ woe Ae-wonab, 

" Of found, important good :" 
-Our hearts are faften'd to this world 

By ftrong and endlefs ties 5 
And every forrow cuts a ftfing, 

And urges us to rife : 

'Twill found fevere— Yet reft aflurM 

I 'm ftudious of your peace 5 
Though I 'mould dare to give you- joy— - • * ; 

Yes, joy of his deceafe : 

.An hour (hall come (you queftion this) 

An hour, when you fliall blefs, 
Beyond" the brighteft beams of life. 
Dark days of your diftrefs* 

'Hear 
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Hear then without furpmc- a truth, 

A daughter-truth to this, 
Swift turns of fortune often tie 

A bleeding heart to blifs t 

Efteem you this a paradox ? 

My facred motto read j 
A glorious truth ! divinely fung 

By one, whofe heart had bled ; 

To Refignation fwift he flew. 

In. her a friend he found, 
> A friend, which Weft him -with a finite, 

When gafping with his wound. 
* On earth nought precious is obtained 

But what is painful too $ 
VBy travel, and to travel bona, 

Our fabbatbs are but few ; 
'.To real joy we work our way, 

Encountering many a fhock, 
*l£re -found what truly charms j as fouifd. 

A Vewis in the block. 

In fome difafter, fome fevere 

Appointment for our fins, 
That mother bleffing (not fo caird), 

True happinefs, begins, 
*No martyr e'er defy'd the flames, 

By flings of life unvext ; 
•Firft rofe fome quarrel with this world. 

Then jaffion, for the next, 

Yoh 
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You fee, then, pangs are parent pangs, 

The pangs of happy birth ; 
Pangs, by which only can be born 

True happinefs on earth. 
The peopled earth look all around, 

Or through time's records run 5 
And fay* what is a man unftruck ? 

Jt is a man undone. 

This moment, am I deeply ftung— 

My bold pretence is try'd ; 
When vain man boafts, Heaven puts to proof 

The vauntings of his pride 5 

Now need I, Madam ! your fupport.— 

How exquifite the fmart ! 
How critically tinTd the * news 

Which ftrikes me to the heart ! 

The pangs of- which I fpoke, I feel : 

If worth like thine, is born, 
O long-belov'd ! I blefs the blow, 

And triumph, whilft I mourn. 

Nor mourn I long 5 by grief fubdtied 

By reafon's empire mown j 
Deep anguifli comes by Heaven's decree, 

Continues by our own 5 

Vol. HI. H And 

* Whilft the Author was writing This, he received 
the news of Mr. Samuel Richardfon's death, who was 
then printing the former part of the Poem. 
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And when continued paft its point. 

Indulged in length of time, 
Grief is difgrace, and, what was fate, 

Corrupts into a crime : 
And (hall I, criminally mean, 

Myfelf and fubjecl wrong ? 
No ; my example /hall fupport 

The fubjecT: of my fong. 

Madam 1 I grant your lofs is great j 

Nor little is your gain j 
Let that be weigh'd 5 when weighed aright, 

It richly pays your pain j 

When Heaven would kindly fet us free, 

And earth's enchantment end .5 
It takes the moft effectual means, 
. And robs us of a Friend. 

But fuch a friend ! and figh no more ? 

'Tis prudent j but fevere : 
Heaven aid my weaknefs, and I drop, 

All forrow— with this tear* 

Perhaps your fettled grief to footh, 

I mould not vainly ftrive, 
But with foft balm your pain afluage, 

Had he been ftill alive j 
Whofe frequent aid brought kind relief, 

In my diftrefs of thought, 
. Ting'd with' his beams my cloudy page 
. And beautify'd a* fault ; 

.4 To 
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To touch our paHions* fecret fprings 

Was his peculiar care ; 
And deep his happy genius <hVd 

In bofoms of the fair; 

Nature, which favours to the few, 

All art beyond, imparts, 
To him prefented at his birth, 

The key of human hearts. 
But not to me by him bequeathe 

His gentle, fmooth addrefs-, 
His- tender hand to touch the wound 

In throbbing of diftrefs : 

Howe'er, proceed I muft, unblefs'd 

With Efcuiapian art : 
Know, love fometimes, miftaken love ! 

Plays difaffe&ion's part : 

Nor lands, nor feas, nor funs, nor ftars,, 

Can foul from foul divide 5 
They correfpond from diftant worlds, 

Though tranfports are deny'd : 

Are you not, then, unkindly kind ? 

Is not your love fevere ? 
O ! ftop that cryftal fource of woe; 

Nor wound him w^th. a tear. 
As thofe above from human blifs 

Receive encreafe* of joy j 
May not a ftroke from human woe, 

In part, their peace deilroy ? 

Hi " fT- 
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£Ie lives in thofe he left 5 — to what ? 

Your, now, paternal care, 
* Clear from its cloud your brighten'd eye, 
'It will difcern him there 5 
In features, not of form alone, 
But thofe, I tmft, of mind ; 
Aufpicious to the public weal, 

And to their fate refign'd. 
Think on the tempefts he fuftain'd ; 

Revolve his battles won 5 
And let thofe prophefy your joy 
'From fuch a father's fon : 

Is confolation what you feek ? 

Fan, then, his martial fire : 
*A.nd animate to flame the fparks 

Bequeathed him *by his fire : 
As nothing great is born in hade, 

Wife nature's time allow ; 
•His father's laurels may defcend, 

And flourifh on his brow. 
Nor, Madam ! be furpriz'd to hear 

That laurels may be due 
Not more to heroes of the field, 

(Proud boafters !) than to you : 

Tender as is the female frame, 

Like that brave man you mourn, 
You are a foldier, and to fight 

' Superior battles born * 

x Beneath 
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Beneath a banner nobler fa* 

Than ever was unfurl'd 
In fields of blood 5 a banner bright ! 

High-wav'd p'er all the world. 
It, like a ftreaming meteor, calls 
. An univerfal light 3 
Sheds day, (heds more, eternal day 

On nations whelm'd in night. 

Beneath that banner, what exploit 

Can mount our glory higher, 
Than to fuftain the dreadful blow, 

When thofc we love expire ? • 

Go forth a moral Amazon ; 

Arnfd with undaunted thought; 
The battle won, though coding dear . 

You '11 think it cheaply bought 1 

The paflive hero, who fits down 

Una&ive, and can fuiile 
Beneath afHi&ipn's galling load, 

Out-a&s a Caefar's toil : 

The billows ftain'd by Slaughtered foes 

Inferior praife afford ; 
Reafon 's a bloodlefs conqueror, 

More glorious than the fword. 

Nor can the thunder of huzzas 

From ftiouting nations, caufe 
Such fweet delight, as from your heart 

Soft whifpers of applaufe : 

H 3 The 
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The dear deceas'd fo fam'd in arms, 
With what delight he '11 view 

His triumphs on the main outdone, 
Thus conquered, twice, by you. 

Share his delight ; take heed to fliun 

Of bofoms moft difeas'd 
That odd diftemper, an abfurd 

Reluctance to be pleas'd : 

Some feem in love with forrow's charms, 
And that foul fiend embrace : 

This temper, let me juftly brand. 
And (lamp it with difgrace : 

Sorrow t of horrid parentage ! 

Thou fecond-born of hell ! 
Againft heaven's endlefs mercies pourM 

How dar'ft thou to rebel ? 

From black and noxious vapours bred, 
And nurs'd by want of thought, 

And to the door of frenzy's felf 
By perfeverance brought, 

Thy moft inglorious, coward tears 
From brutal eye,s have ran ; 

Smiles, incommunicable fmiles ! 
Are radiant marks of man ; 

They caft a fudden glory round 
Th' illumin'd human face 5 

And light in fons of honed joy 
Some beams of Mofes' face : 



Is 
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I* resignation's leflbn hard ? 

Examine, we mall find 
That duty gives up little more 

Than anguifh of the mind ; 
Refign ; and all the load of life 

That moment you remove, 
Its heavy tax, ten thoufand cares 

Devolve on one above j 

Who bids us lay our burthen down 

On his almighty hand. 
Softens our duty to relief, 

To blefling a command. 

For joy what caufe ? how every fenfe 

Is courted from above 
The year around, with prefents rich, 

The growth of endlefs love ? 
But moft o'erlook the bleflings pour'd, 

Forget the wonders done, 
And terminate, wrapp'd up in fenfe, 

Their profpeft at the fun j 

From that, their final point of view, 

From that their radiant goal, 
On travel infinite of thought, 

Sets out the nobler foul, 

Broke loofe from time's tenacious ties, 

And earth's involving gloom, 
To range at large its vaft domain, 

And talk with worlds to coats : 

H 4 They 
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They let unmark'd, and unemployed, 

Life's idle moments run ; 
Andy doing nothing for themfelves, 

Imagine nothing done ; 

Fatal miftake ! their fate goes on. 

Their dread account proceeds, 
And their not-doing is fet down 

Amongft their darkeft deeds $ 

Though man fits null, and takes his eafe, 

God is at work on man 5 
No means, no moment unemployed, 

To blefs him, if he can. 

But man eonfents not, boldly bent 

To famion his own fate j 
Man, a mere bungler in the trade, . 

Repents his crime too late j 

Hence loud laments : let me thy caufe, 

Indulgent Father ! plead ; 
Of all the wretches we deplore, 

Not one by thee was made. 

What is thy whole creation fair ? 

Of love divine the child ; 
Love brought it forth ; and from its birth, 

Has o'er it fondly fmil'd : 

Now, and through periods diftant far, 

Long ere the world began, 
Heaven is, and has in travel been, 

Its birth the good of man j 

Man 
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Man holds in conftant fervice bound 

The blufcering winds and feas j 
Nor funs difdain to travel hard 

Their matter, man, to pleafe : 

To final good the worft events 

Through fecret channels run 5 
Finifh for man* their deftin'd courfe, 

As 'twas for man begun. 
One point (obferv'd, perhaps, by few) 

Has often fmote, and fmites 
My mind, as demonftration ftrong-$ 

That heaven in man delights : 
What *s known to man of things unfeen, 

Of future worlds, or fates ? 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 

Sublime affairs relates $ 
What *s Revelation then ? a lift, 

An inventory juft 
Of that poor infecVs goods, fo late 

Caird out of night and duft* 

What various motives to rejoice I 

To render joy fincere, 
Has this no weight ? our joy is felt 

Beyond this narrow fphere « 

Would we in heaven new heaven create, 

And double its delight ? 
A fmiling world, when heaven looks down, 

How pleaang in its fight t 

Angels 
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Angels ftoop forward from their thrones 

To hear its joyful lays $ 
As incenfe fweet enjoy, and join, 

Its aromatic praife : 

Have we no caufe to fear tbe ftroke 
Of heaven's avenging rod ? 

When we prefume to counteract 
A fympathetic God ? 

If we refign, our patience makes 
His rod an harmlefs wand $ 

If not, it darts a^ferpemVs ftt8g> 
Like that in MbieV hand 5 

Like that, it fwallow* up whatever 
Earth's vain magicians bring, 

Whofe baffled arts would boaft below 
Of joys a rival fpring. 

Contaminate love I the lift how large 
Of bleflings from thy hand ! 

To banifh forrow, and be bleft, 
Is thy fupreme command. 

Are fuch commands but ill obey'd ? 

Of blifs, (hall we complain ? 
The man, who dares to be a wretch> 

Deferves ftill greater pain. 

Joy is our duty, glory, health; 

The'funfliine of the foul ; 
Our beft encomium on the Power 

Who fweetly plans the whole : 



Joy 
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Joy is our Eden (till poflefs'd : 

Be gone, ignoble grief ! 
Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts. 

Their nature, our relief} 

Relief, for man to that muft (loop, 

And his due diftance know 5 
Tranfport *s the language of the Ikies, 

Content the ftyle below. 

Content is joy, and joy in pain 

Is joy and virtue too 5 
Thus, whilft good prefent we poflefs 

More precious we purfue : 
Of joy the more we have in hand, 

The more have we to come j 
Joy, like our money, intereft bears, 

Which daily fwellsthe fum. 
" But how to fmile 5 to ftem the tide 

" Of nature in our veins ; 
" Is it not hard to weep in joy ? 

" What then to fmile in pains ?" 
Vi&orious joy ! which breaks the clouds, 

And ftruggles through a ftorm j 
Proclaims the mind as great, as good ; 
And bids it doubly charm : 

If doubly charming in our fex, 

A fex, by nature, bold 5 
What then in yours ? 'tis diamond there, 

Triumphant o'er our gold. 

And 
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And (hould not this complaint repreft I 

And check the rifing figh ? 
Yet farther opiate to your pain 

I labour to fupply. 

Since fpirits greatly damped diftort 

Ideas of delight, 
Look through the medium of a friend, 

To fet your notions right : 

As tears the fight, grief dims the foul > 

Its object dark appears ; 
True friendship, like a rifing fun. 

The foul*s horizon clears. 
A friend 's an optick to the mind 

With forrow clouded o'er j 
And gives it ftrength of fight to fee 

Redrefs unfeen before. 

Reafon is fomewhat rough in man $ 
Extremely froooth and fair, 

When fhe, to grace her manly ftrength, 
Aflumes a female air : 

A # Friend you have, and I the fame, 

Whofe prudent, foft addrefs 
Will bring to life thofe healing thought* 

Which dy'd in your diftrefs j 
That friend, the fpirit of my theme 

Extracting for your eafe, 
Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 

Too common ; fuch as thefe j 

# Mrs. Montague: 
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Let thofe lament, to whom full bowls 

Of fparkling joys are given ; 
That triple bane inebriates life, 

Imbitters death, and hazards heaven : 
Woe to the foul at perfect eafe I 

'Tis brewing perfect pains $ 
Lull'd reafon fleeps, the pulfe is king j 

Defpotic body reigns : 
Have you # ne'er pity'd joy's gay feenes, 

And deem'd their glory dark* 
Alas ! poor Envy ! file's ftone -blind, 

And quite miftakes her mark : 

Her mark lies hid in forrow's fliades, 

But forrow well fubdued ; 
And in proud fortune's frown defy'd 

By meek, unborrowed good. 

By Refignation ; all in that 

A double friend may find, ' 
A wing to heaven, and, while on earth, 

The pillow of mankind : 
On pillows void of down, for reft 

Our reftlefs hopes we place } 
When hopes of heaven lie warm at hearty 

Our hearts repofe in peace : 
The peace, which refignation yields, 

Who feel alone can guefs $ 
*Tis diibeliev'd by murmuring mindfy 

They muft conclude it lefs : 

* Mrs. Montague* 



109 



The 



YOUNG'S POEMS. 

The lofs, or gam, of that alone 

Have we to hope, or fear ; 
That fate controls, and can invert 

The feafons of the year : 
O ! the dark days, the year around, 

Of an impatient mind ! 
Through clouds, and ftorms, a fummer breaks, 

To mine on the refign'd : 
While man by that of every grace, 

And virtue, is pofiefs'd ; 
Foul vice her pandaemonium builds 

In the rebellious breaft 3 

By Resignation we defeat 

The word that can annoy ; 
And fuffer, with far more repofe, 

Than worldlings can enjoy. 
From fmall experience this I fpeak j 

O ! grant to thofe I love 
Experience fuller far, ye powers 

Who form our fates above I 

My love where due, if not to thofe 

Who, leaving grandeur, came 
To mine on age in mean »ec#ft, ' 

And light me to my tbtyrfe ! 

A theme themfelves ! A theme, how rare ! 

The charms, which they difplay, 
To triumph over captive heads, 

Are fet in bright array : 

With 
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With his own arms proud man *s overcome. 

His boafted laurels die : 
Learning and genius, wifer grown, 

To female bofoms fly. 

This revolution, fix'd by fate, 

In fable was foretold 5 
The dark prediction puzzled wits* 

Nor could the learn'd unfold : 
But as thofe * ladies works I read, 

They darted fuch a ray, 
The latent fenfe burft out at once, 

And (hone in open day : 
So burft, full ripe, diftended fruits, 

When ftrongly (hikes the fun j 
And from the purple grape unprefs'd 

Spontaneous ne&ars run. 
Pallas, ('tis faid) when Jove grew dull, 

Forfook his drowfy brain j 
And fprightly leap'd into the throne 

Of wifdom's brighter reign ; 

Her helmet took j that is, (hot rays 

Of formidable wit; 
And launce,— or, genius moft acute, 

Which lines immortal writ j 

And gorgon ftiield,-— or, power to fright 

Man's folly, dreadful fhone, 
And many a blockhead (eafy change !) 

Turn'd, inftantly, to ftone. 



Mrs, Montague, Mrs, Carter. 



Our 
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No longer impotent, and frail, 

Ourfelves above we rife $ 
We fcarce believe ourfelves below ! 

We trefpafs on the flues ! 
The Lord, the foul, and fource of all, 

Whilft man enjoys his eafe, 
Is executing human will, 

In earth, and air, and feas ; 
Beyond us, what can Angels boaft ? 

Archangels what require ? 
Whate'er below, above, is done, 

Is done a s w e defire. 
What glory this for man fo mean, 

Whofe life is but a fpan? 
This is meridian majefty I 

This, the fublime of man I 
Beyond the boaft of pagan fong 

My facred fubjeft mines j 
And for a foil the luftre takes 

Of Rome's exalted lines, 
" All, that the fun furveys, fubdued, 

« But Cato's mighty mind." 
How grand ! moft true j yet far beneath 

The foul of the Refign'd : 
To more than kingdoms, more than worlds, 

To paflion that gives law ; 
Its matchlefs empire could have kept 
Great Cato's pride in awe 5 



That 
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That fatal pride, whofe cruel point 

Transfix'd his noble bread j 
Far nobler ! if his fate fuilain'd 

Had left to heaven the reft j 

Then he the palm had borne away, 

At diftance Caefar thrown 5 
Put him off cheaply with the world, 

And made the ikies his own. 

What cannot Resignation do ? 

It wonders can perform ; 
That powerful charm, " Thy will be done/* 

Can lay the loudeft dorm. 
Come, Reiignation ! then, from fields, 

Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bled Martyrs fouls 

Afcended to their King : 

Who is it calls thee ? one whofe need 

Tranfcends the common fize ; 
Who (lands in front againft a foe 

To which none equal rife : , 

In front he (lands, the brink he treads 

Of an eternal ftate; 
How dreadful his appointed pod >. 

How ftrongly arm'd by fate ! 

His threatening foe ! what Shadows deep 

Overwhelm his gloomy brow ! 
His dart tremendous!— at fourfcore 

My fofe afylum, thou ! 

I 2 Hafte, 
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Hafte, then, O Resignation I halte, 

'Tis thine to reconcile 
My foe, and me ; at thy approach, 

My foe begins to fmile : 

O ! for that fummit of my wifli, 

Whilft here I draw ray breath, 
That promife of eternal life, 

A glorious fmile in death : 

What fight, Heaven's azure arch beneath, 

Has raoft of Heaven to boaft ? 
The man refign'd j at once ferene, 

And giving up the ghoft. 
At death's arrival they mall fmile, 

Who, not in life oe'r-gay, 
Serious, and frequent thought fend out 

To meet him on his way : 

My gay Coaevals ! (fuch there are) 

If happinefs is dear ; 
Approaching death's alarming day 

Difcreetly let us fear : 

The -fear of death is truly wife, 

Till wifdom can rife higher j 
And, arm" d with pious fortitude, 

Death, dreaded once, defire : 
Grand climacteric vanities 

The vaineft will defpife j 
Shocked, when beneath the fnow of age, 

Man immaturely dies ;. 

But 
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But am not I myfelf the man ? 

No need abroad to roam 
In queft of faults to be chaftisM 5 

What cauie to bjufh at home ! 

In life's decline, wjien men rjelapfe 

Into the fports of youtl), 
The fefcpnd chjl4 put-fools the mft, 

And tempts the Jafh of truth 5 

SJi^.11 a mere truant from the grave 

With rival bgys engage ? 
His trembling voice attempt jto ting, 

And ape the poet's rage ? 

Here, Madam ! Jet me vifit one, 

My fault who, partly, ffrares, 
And telj myfelf, by teljing him. 

What more becomes our years ; 

And if pur bjceaft with prudent zeal 

For refignation glows. 
You will np.t difapprove a juft 

Refentment a£ j t ts foes. 

In youth* VoJtajqe ! pur foibles pkaflt 

For forae jmjujgeace .due } 
Wbe#,hta49 *u* wiiite, ^eir^ug^t^^ol^lm* 

Should change xkejr solpur ,t©o t 

How are yo.u .cfce^tftf by your wit I 

Old age is bojujyi tp #ay, 
By nature's law, a mind <4iftr«6t, 

For joys it takes aw^y 5 

Is A mighty 
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A mighty change is wrought by years,. 
^ Reverfing human lot} 
In age 'tis honour to lie hid, 
Its praife to be forgot j 

The wife, as flowers, which fpread at noon, 

And all their charms expofe, 
When evening damps, and fhades defcend, 

Their evolutions clofe. 

What though your Mufe has nobly foar'd,' 

Is that our true fublime ? 
Ours, hoary friend 1 is to prefer 

Eternity to time : 
Why clofe a life fo juftly fam'd 

With fuch v bold trafh as * this ? 
This for renown ? yes, fuch as makes 

Obfcurity a blift : 

Your tram, with mine, at open war, 

Is f obftinately bent, 
Like wits below> to fow your tares 

Of gloom, and difcontent : 
With fo much fun mine at command, 

Why light with darknefs mix ? 
Why daih with pain our pleafure ? why 

Your Helicon with Styx ? 

Your works in our divided minds 

Repugnant paflions raife, 
Confound us with a double ftroke, 
We flrudder whilft we praife ; 

A curious 
* Candide. f Second Part. 
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A curious web, as finely wrought 

As genius can infpire, 
From a black bag of poifon fptm, 

With horror we admire. 

Mean as it is, if this is read 

With a difdainful air, 
I can't forgive fo great a foe 

To my dear friend Voltaire : 

Early I knew him, early prais'd, 

And long to praife him late $ 
His genius greatly I admire, 

Nor would deplore his fate ; 

A fate how much to be deplor'd ! 

At which our nature ftarts ; 
Forbear to fall on your own fword, 

To perifli by your parts : 

** But great your name"— To feed on air, 

Were then immortals born ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great, 

More glorious is the fcorn. 

Gan fame your carcafe from the worm 

Which gnaws us in the grave, 
Or foul from that which never dies, 

Applauding Europe fave ? 

But fame you lofe; good fenfe alone 

Your idol, praife can claim ; 
When wild wit murders happinefs. 

It puts to death our fame j 

I 4 N« 
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Nor boaft your genius, talents bright* 

Ev'n dunces will dcipife,, 
If in your weftcrn beams is mhVd 

A genius for the ikies j 

Your tafte too fails 5 what moft excels . 

True tafte muft reliih moft 5 
And what, to r\vA pal ax s above* 

Can proudeft laurels boaft ? 

Sound heads falvation's * helmet, feek* , 

Refplendent are its rays, 
Let that fuftice j it needs no plume, 

Of fublunary praife. 

May this enable eouch'd Voltaire 

To fee that-— f " All'is right," 
His eye, by flam of wit ftruck blinds 

Reftoring to its fight 5, 
If fo, all 's well : who much have err'd* 

That much have been forgiven 5 
I fpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 

u Voltaires are, now, in heaven." 
Nay, fuch philanthropy divine, 

So boundlefs in degree, 
Its marvellous of love extends 

(Stoop moft profound !) to me : 
Let others cruel ftars arraign, 

Or dwell on their diftrefs 5 
But let my page, for mercies pour'd, 

A grateful heart exprefs : 

Walking* 
* Ephef, vi. 17. f Which his romance ridicules. 
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Walking, the prefenf God was feen, 

Of old, in Eden foir 5 
The God as prefent, by plain fteps> 

Of providential care, 

J behold pafling through my life* 

His awful voice I hear ; 
And, confeious of my nakednefs,. 

Would hide myfelf for fear: 

But where the. trees, or where the clouds, 

Can cover from his fight? 
Naked the center to that eye* 

To which the fun is night. 

As yonder glittering lamps on high 

Through night illumined roll 5 
May thoughte of him, by whom they (hint, 

Chafe darknefs from my foul j 

My foul, which reads his hand as clear 

In my minute affairs, 
As in his ample manuicript 

Of fun, and moon, and ftars $ 

And knows him not more bent aright 

To wield that vaft machine, 
Than to correct one erring thought 

In my frnall world within j 

A world, that fhall furvive the fall 

Of all his wonders here f 
Survive, when funs ten thoufand drop, 

And leave a darkened fphexe. 

Ybit 
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Yon matter grofs, how bright it mines t* 
For time how great his care ! 

Sure fpirit and eternity- 
Far richer glories (hare ; 

Let thofe our hearts imprefs, on thofe 

Our contemplation dwell 5 
On thofe my thoughts how juftjy thrown* 

By what I now ihall tell : 

When backward with attentive mind 

Life's labyrinth I trace, • 
I find him far myfelf beyond 

Propitious to my peace: 

Through all the crooked paths I trod 

My folly he purfned 5 
My heart aftray to quick return 

Importunately woo'd 5 

Due Refignation home to prefs 

On my capricious will, 
How many refcues did 1 meet, 

Beneath the maflc of ill ! 
How many foes in ambufli laid ; 

Beneath my foul's defire ! 
The deepeft penitents are made 

By what we moft admire. 

Have I not fometimes (real good 

So little mortals know I) 
Mounting the fummit of my wiflt, 

Profoundly plung'd in woe ? 

4 I rarely 
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1 rarely plann'd, but caufe I found 

My plan's defeat to blefs : 
Oft I lamented an event ; 

It turn'd to my fuccefs. 

By fliarpen'd appetite to give 

To good intenfe delight, 
Through dark and deep perplexities 

He led me to the right. 
And is not this the gloomy path, 

Which you are treading now ? 
The path moft gloomy leads to light, 

When our proud paflions bow : 
When labouring under fancy'd ill, 

My fpirits to fuftain, 
He kindly cur'd with fbvereign draughts 

Of unimagin'd pain. 
Pain'd fenfe from fancy's tyranny 

Alone can fet us free 5 
A thoufand miferies we feel, 

Till funk in mifery. 

Cloy'd with a glut of all we wifli, 

Ourwifli we relilh le/s ; 
Succefs, a fort of fuicide, 

Is ruin'd by fuccefs : 
Sometimes he led me near to deaths 

And, pointing to the grave, 
Bid terror whifper kind advice 5 

And taught th« tomb to fave x 
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To raife my thoughts beyond where worlds 

As fpangles o'er us fhine, 
One day he gave, apd bid the next 

My foul's delight refign. 
We to ourfelves, but through the means 

Of mirrors, are unknown j 
In this my fate can you defcry 

No features of your own ? 
And if you can, let that excufe 

Thefe felf- recording lines s 
A record, modefty forbids, 

Or to fmall bound confines : 

In grief why deep ingulph'd ? You fee 

You fufler nothing rare j 
Uncommon grief for commpn fate \ 

That wifdom. cannot bear. 

When ftreams flow backward to (heir fburce, 

And humbled flames defcend, 
And mountains wijig'd mall fly aloft, 

Then human forrows end $ 

But human prudence too muft ceafe, 

When forrows domineer, 
When fortitude has loft its fire, 

And freezes into fear : 

The pang moil poignant pf my life 

Now heightens my delight j 
I fee a fair creation rife 

From chaos, and j»Ld night j 

5 From 
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From what feem'd horror, and defpair. 

The 1 icheft harveft rofe ; 
And gave me in the nod divine 

An abfolufle.repofe. 

Of all the plunders of mankind, 

More grofs, or frequent, none, 
Than in their grief and joy mifplac'd, 

Eternally are mown. 

But whither points all this parade ? 

It fays, that near you lies 
A book, perhaps, yet unperus'd, 

Which you mould greatly prize : 
Of felf-perufal, fcience rare ! 

Few know the mighty gain 5 
Learn 'd Prelates, felf-unread, may read 

Tbeir Bibles o'er in vain : 

Self-knowledge, which from heaven itfelf 

(So fages tell us) came, 
What is it, but a daughter fair 

Of my maternal theme ? 

Unlettered, and untravel'd men 

An oracle might find, 
Would they confult their own contents, 

The Delphos of the mind. 
Enter your bofom ; there you "11 meet 

A revelation new, 
A revelation perfonal, 

Which none can read but you 5 

There 
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There will you clearly read revealM 
In your enlightenM thought, 

By mercies manifold, through life, 
To frefli remembrance brought, 

A mighty Being 1 and in Him 

A complicated friend, 
A father, brother, fpoufe 5 no dread 

Of death, divorce, or end : 

Who fuch a matchlefs friend embrace, 
And lodge him in their heart, 

Full well, from agonies exempt, 
With other friends may part : 

As when overloaded branches bear 
Large clufters big with wine, 

We fcarce regret one falling leaf 
From the luxuriant vine. 

My fliort advice to you may found 

Obfcure, or fomewhat odd, 
Though 'tis the beft that man can give,— 

" Ev'n be content with God," 

Through love He gave you the deceased, 
Through greater took him hence j 

This reafon fully could evince, 
Though murmurM at by fenfe. 

This friend, far paft the kindeft kind, 

Is paft the greateft great ; 
His greatnefs let me touch in points 

Not foreign to your ftate 3 



His 
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His eye, this inftant, reads your heart $ 

A truth lefs obvious hear $ 
This inftant its moft fecret thoughts 

Are founding in his ear : 

Difpute you this ? O ! ftand in awe, 

And ceafe your forrow ; know, 
That tear, now trickling down, He faw 

Ten thoufand years ago j 
And twice ten thoufand hence, if you 

Your temper reconcile 
To reafon's bound, will he behold 

Your prudence with a fmile 5 

A fmile, which through eternity 

Diffufes fo bright rays, 
The dimmeft deifies e'en guilt, 

If guilt, at laft, obeys : 

Your guilt (for guilt it is to mourn, 

When fuch a fovereign reigns) 
Your guilt dimini/h ; peace purfue $ 

How glorious peace in pains I 

Here, then, your forrows ceafe 5 if not, 
• Think how unhappy they, 
Who guilt increafe by dreaming tears, 
Which guilt mould warn away $ 

Of tears that gum profufe reftrain 5 

Whence burft thofe difmal fighs ? 
They from the throbbing breaft of one 

(Strange truth 1) moft happy rife j 

Not 
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Not angels (hear it, and exult!) 

Enjoy a larger fhare 
Than is indulged to you, and yours* 

Of God's impartial care j 

Anxious for each, as if on each 
His care for all was thrown j 

For all his care as abfolute, 
As all had been but one. 

And is He then So near ! fo kind !— ■ 

How little then, and great, 
That riddle, man I O ! let me gaze 

At wonders in his fate $ 

His fate, who yefterday did crawl 
A worm from darknefs deep, 

And mall, with brother-worms, beneath 
A turf, to-morrow fleepj 

.How mean !— And yet, if well obey'd 

His mighty Matter's call, 
The whole creation for mean man 

Is deenTd a boon too fmall : 

Too final] the whole creation deenfd 

For emmets in the duft ! 
Account amazing ! y*t moft true* 

My fong i« bold, yet juft : 

Man born for infinite, in whom 

No period -can deftroy 
The power, ia exquifite extremes. 

To fuffer, or enjoy ; 



Gm 



RESIGN AT I O N. Part II. 1*9 
Give him earth's empire (if no more) 

He 's beggar'd, and undone I 
Jjnprifon'd in unbounded fpace I 

Benighted by the Am ! 
For what the fun's meridian blaze 

To the moft feeble ray 
Which glimmers from the diftant daw* 

Of uncreated day? 
•»Tis not the Poet's rapture feignM 

Swells here the vain to pleafe 5 
Tfcc mind moft fober kindles moft 
At truths fublime as thefe! j 
. They warm eVn me.— I dare not fay^ 
Divine ambition ftrove 
Nottoblefs,only, but confound, 

Nay, fright us with its love j 
And yet fo frightful what, or kind, 

As that the rending rock, 
The darkened fun, and rifing dead^ 

So formidable fpoke ? 
And are we darker than that fun ? 

Than rocks more hard, and blind > 
We are j— if not to fuch a God 
In agonies relign'd. 

Yes, ev'n in agonies forbear 

To doubt almighty love j 
Whate'er endears eternity, 

Is mercy from above ; 

Vol. III. * 
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What moil imbitters time, that moft 

Eternity endears, 
And thus, hy plunging in, diftrefs, 

Exalts u» to the fpheres j 
Joy's fountain head 4 , where blifs-o'er blifs, 

O'er wonders wonders rife, 
And an Omnipotence prepares 

Its banquet for the wife : 
Ambrofial banquet I rich in wines 

Ne&areous to the ibul ! 
What tranfports fparkle from the ftreanv 

As angels fill ( the bowl I 
Fountain profufcof every blifs I 
Good-will immenfe prevails $ 
Man's line can't fathom its profound ; 

An angel's plummet fails. 
Thy love and might, by what they know,, 

Who judge, nor dream of more 5 
They afk a drop, how deep the fea 1 
One fand, how wide the fliore I 

Of thy exuberant good-will, 

Offended Deity I 
The thoufandth part who comprehend!, 

A deity is He. 
How yonder ample azure field 

With radiant worlds is fown ! , 
How tubes aftonifli us with thofe 

More deep in aether thrown, I 

And 
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And thofe beyond of brighter worlds 

Why not a million more ?— 
In lieu of anfwer, let us all 

Fall proftrate, and adore. 

Since thou art infinite in power, 

Nor thy indulgence lefs ; 
Since man, quite impotent and blind, 

Oft drops into diftrefs 5 

Say, what is Refignation ? *Tis 

Man's weaknefs understood ; 
And wifdom grafping, with an hand 

Far ftronger, every good. 

Let rafh repiners ftand appalPd, 

In Thee who dare not truft 5 
Whofe abje& fouls, like demons dark, ' 

Are murmuring in the duft : 

For man to murmur, or repine 

At what by Thee is done, 
No lefs abfurd, than to complain 

Of darknefs in the fun. 

Who would not, with an heart at eafe, 

Bright eye, unclouded brow, 
Wifdom and goodnefs at the helm, 

The roughed ocean- plough ? 

What, thoUgh I 'm fwallow'd in the deep ? 

Though mountains o'er me roar ? 
Jehovah reigns ! as Jonah fafe, 

I 'm landed, and adore : . . 

K % Thy 
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Thy will is welcome, let it wear 

Its mod tremendous form ; 
Roar, waves ; rage, winds ! I know, that Thou 

Canft fave me by a ftorm. 

From Thee immortal fpirits born, 

To Thee, their fountain, flow, 
If wife ; as curl'd around to theirs 

Meandering ftreams below : 
Not lefs compelled by Reafon's call, 

To Thee our fouls afpire, 
Than to thy flries, by nature's law, 

High mounts material fire j 

To Thee afpiring they exult $ 

I feel my fpirits rife, 
I feel myfelf thy fon, and pant 

For patrimonial ikies : 

Since ardent third* of future good. 

And generous fenfe of paft, 
To Thee man's prudence ftrongly ties, 

And binds affection faft $ 

Since great thy love, and great our want, 

And men the wifeft blind, 
And blifs our aim ; pronounce us all 

Diftra&ed, or reiign'd 5 

Reiign'd through duty, intereft, uiame j ' 

Deep fhame ! dare I complain, 
When (wondrous Truth !) in heaven itfelf ( 

Joy ow'd its birth to pain ? 

And 
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And pain for jnc 1 for me was drain'd 

GaH*s overflowing bowl j 
And (hall one drop to murmur bold 

Provoke my guilty foul ? 

If pardon' d this, what caufe, what crime 

Can indignation raife ? 
The fun was lighted up to mine, 

And man was born to praife $ 

And when to praife the man mall ceafe, 

Or fun to ftrike the view j 
A cloud di (honours both 5 but man 's 

The blacker of the two : 

For oh ! Ingratitude how black ! 

With moft profound amaze 
At love, which man belov'd overlooks, 

Aftoniflfd angels gaze. 

Praife chears, and warms, like generous wine 5 

Praife, more divine than prayer ; 
Prayer points our ready path to heaven j 

Praife is already there. 
Let plaufive Refignation rife, 

And banifti all complaint ; 
All virtues thronging into one, 

It finishes the faint ; 

Makes the man blefs'd, as man can be 5 

Life's labours renders light ; 
Darts beams through fate's incumbent gloom, 

And lights our fun by night} 

K 3 'Tis 
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'Tis nature's brighteft ornament, 

The richeft gift of grace, 
Rival of angels, and fupreme- 

Proprietor of peace ; 

Nay, peace beyond, no friiall degree 

Of rapture 't will impart ; 
Know, Madam ! when your heart 's in heaven, 

" All heaven is in your heart," 
But who to heaven their hearts can raife ? 

Deny'd divine fupport, 
All virtue dies $ fupport divine 

The wife with ardour court i 

When prayer partakes the feraph's fire, 

'Tis mounted on his wing, 
Burfts through heaven's cryftal gates, and gams 

Sure audience of its King j 
The labouring foul from fore diftrefs 

That blefs'd expedient frees ; 
I fee you far advanced in peace j 

I fee you on your knees : 
How on that pofhtre has the beam 

Divine for ever fhone ! 
An humble heart, God's * other feat ! 

Tne rival of his throne : 
And ftoops Omnipotence fo low ? 

And condefcends to dwell, 
Eternity's inhabitant, 

Well pleas'd, in fuch a cell f 

Such 
* Ifaiahlvii. 15. 
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Such honour how (hall we repay ? ' 

How tre/rt oiir gueft divine ? 
The facrifice fupreme be flain I 

Let felf- will die: Refign. 
Thus far, at large, on our difeafe 5 

Now let the caufe be mown, 
Whence rifes, and will ever rife, 

The difmal human groan : 
What our fole fountain of diftrefs ? 

Strong paflton for this (cene ; 
That trifles makesr important, things 

Of mighty moment mean : 

When earth's dark maxims poifon fhed 

On our polluted fouls, 
Our hearts- and interefts fly as far 

Afunder, as the poles ; 

Like princes in a cottage nurs r d, 

Unknown their royal race, 
With abject aims, and fordid joys, 

Our grandeur we difgrace j 

O ! for an Archimedes new, 

Of moral powers poffefs'd, 
The world to. move, and quite expel 
• That traitor from the breaft. 
No. (mall, advantage may be reapM 

From thought whence we defcend y 
From weighing well, and prizing weigh'd 

Our origin, and end : 

K 4 From 
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From far above the glorious fun 

To this dim fcene we came 5 * 
And may, if wife, for ever baflc, 

In great Jehovah's beam : 

Let that bright beam on Reafon rouz'd 

In awful luftre rife, 
Earth's giant-ills are 4 war fd. at once, 

And all difquiet dies : 

Earth's glories too their fplendour lofe, 
Thofe phantoms charm no more j 

Empire 's a feather for £ fool, 
And Indian mines are poor : 

Then levelfd quite, whiUiyct ajive, 

The monarch and his.flaye j 
Nor wait enlightened rninds to learn 

That leffon from the grave : 
A George the Third would then be low 

As Lewis in renown, 
Could he not boaft of glory more 

Than fparkles from a crown. 

When human glory rifes high 

As human glory can 5 
When, though the King is truly great,. 

Still greater is the Man 5 
The man is dead, where virtue fails ; 

And though the Monarch proud 
In grandeur mines, his gorgeous robe 

Is but a gaudy fhroud. 

Wifdom! 
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Wifdom! where art thou ? None on earth, 
Though grafping wealth, fame, power, 

But what, O death ! through thy approach* 
Is wifer every hour * 9 

Approach how fwift, how unconfin'd I 

Worms feaft on viands rare, 
Thofe little epicures have lyings 

To grace their bill of fare 1 

From kings what resignation due 

To that almighty will, 
Which thrones beftows, and, when they fail,. 

Can throne them higher (till ? 

Who truly great ? The good and brave, 

The mailers of a mind 
The will divine to do refolv'd, 

To fuffer it refign'd. 

Madam ! if that may give it weight, 

The trifle you receive 
Is dated from a folemn fcene, 

The border of the grave 5. 

Where ftrongly ftrikes the trembling foul 

Eternity's dread power, 
As burfting on it through the thin 

Partition of an hour 5 

Hear this, Voltaire ! but this from me* 

Runs hazard of your frown $ 
However, fpare it ; ere you die, 

Such thoughts will be your own. 
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In mercy to yourfelf forbear 

My notions to chaftife, 
Left unawares the gay Voltaire 

Should blame Vpltaire the wife s 

Fame's trumpet rattling in your ear, 

Now, makes us difagree j 
When a far louder trumpet founds, 

Voltaire will clofe with me : 

How mocking ii that morfefty, 

Which keeps fome honeft men 
From urging what their hearts fuggeft r 

When brav'd by folly's pen 
Aflaulting truths; of which in all*, 

Is fown the facred feed T 
Our conftitution 1 r s orthodox, . 

And clofes with our creed : 

What then are they, whofe proud conceits, 

Superior wifdom boaft ? 
Wretches, who fight their own belief, 

And labour to be loft ! 

Though' Vice, by no fuperior joys 

Her heroes keeps in pay ; 
Through pure difinterefted love 

Of ruin they obey ! 

Strift their devotion to the wrong, 

Though tempted by no prize ; 
Hard their commandments, and their cree<f 

A magazine of lyes 

4 From 
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From fancy's forge : gay fancy fmiles 

At reafon plain, and cool ; 
Fancy, whofe curious trade it is* 

To make the fineft fooK 

Voltaire ! long life 's the greateft curfe 

That mortals can receive, 
When they imagine the chief end* 

Of living is to live; 

Quite thoughrlefs of their day of death, 

That birth-day of their forrow j 
Knowing, it may be diftant far, 

Nor crufh them till — to-morrow. 

Thefe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv'd' 

Beneath an humble cot 5 
Not mine, your genius, or your ftate, 

No * caftte is my Tot : 

But foon, quite level (hall we lie ? 

And, what pride moft bemoans, 
Our parts, in rank fo diftant now, 

As level as our bones 5 
Hear you that found ? Alarming found t 

Prepare to meet your fate \ 
One, who writes Finis to our works, 

Is knocking at the gate ; 
Far other works will foon be weigh'd 3 

Far other judges fit 5 
Far other crowns be loft or won, 

Than fire ambitious wit 1 

Their 
* Letter to Lord Lyttelton. 
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Their wit far brighteft will be prov'd, 

Who funk it in good fenfe ; 
And veneration: moil profound 

Of dread Omnipotence. 
*Tis that alone unlocks the gate 

Of bleft Eternity 5 
O ! may'ft thou never,, never lofe 

That more than * golden key ! 
Whatever may feem too rough excufe, 

Your good I have at heart : 
Since from my foul I wifli you well 5 

As yet we muft not part : 

$hall you, and I, in love with life, 

Life's future fchemes contrive, 
The world in wonder not unjuft, 

That we are ftill alive ? 
What have we left ? How mean in man 

A ihadow's fliade to crave ! 
When life, fo vain ! $s vainer ftill, 

*Tis time to take your leave : 
Happier, than happieft life, is death, 

Who falling in the field 
Of conflict with his rebel will, 

Writes Vici on his wield* 
So falling man, immortal heir 

Of an eternal prize ; 
Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 

Defcends into the ikies. 

* Alluding to Prufiia. 
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O ! how diforderM our machine, 

When contradiftions mix ! 
When nature ftrikes no lefs than twelve, 

And folly points, at fix ! 
To mend the moments of your heart, 

How great is my delight 
Gently to wind your morals up, 

And fet your hand aright I 
That hand, which fpread your wifdom wide 

To poifon diftant lands : 
Repent, recant ; the tainted age 

Your antidote demands 5 

To Satan dreadfully refign'd, 

Whole herds rulh down the deep 
Of folly, by lewd wits poffefs'd, 

And perifh in the deep. 
Men's praife your vanity purfues i 

'Tis well, purfue it ftill 5 
But let it be of men deceas'd, 

And you *11 refign the will ; 
And how fuperior they to thofe 

At whofe applaufe you aim 3 
How very far fuperior they 

In number, and in name ! 
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T H US have I written, when to write 

No mortal mould prefume ; 
Or only write, v what none can blame, 

Hie jacet — for his tomb : 

The public frowns, and cenfures loud 

My puerile employ 5 
Though juft the cenfure, if you fmile, 

The fcandal I enjoy ; 
But fing no more— no more I fing, 

Or reaffume the lyre, 
•>Unlefs vouchfaPd an humble part 

Where Raphael leads the choir: 
What myriads fwell the concert loutl ! 
> Their golden harps refound 
.High, as the footftool of the throne, 

And deep, as hell profound 5 
Hell (horrid contraft !) chord and fong 

Of rapturM angels drowns 
Jn felf-wiirs peal of blafphemies, 

And hideous . burft of groans 4 
But drowns them not to me 5 I hear 

Harmonious thunders roll 
(In language low of men to fpeak) 

From echoing pole to pole ! 

Whilit 
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"Whilft this grand chorus ihakes the Aries— 

" Above, beneath the fun, 
*' Through boundlefs age, by men, by gods, 

" Jehovah's will be done ." 

*Tis done in heaven ; whence headlong hurl'd 

Self-will with Satan fell 5 
And muft from earth be baniih'd too, 

Or earth's another hell j 

Madam ! felf-will inflicts your painsre 

Self-will 's the deadly foe 
Which deepens all the difmal /hades. 

And points the ftiafts of woe : 

Your debt to nature fully paid, 

Now virtue claims her due 1 
But virtue's caufe I need not plead, 

'Tis fafe j I write to You 1 

You know, that virtue's bafis lies 

In ever judging right j 
And wiping error' s clouds away, 

Which dim the mental fight : 
Why mourn the dead ? you wrong the grav*. 

From ftorm that fafe reibrt j 
We are ftill tofiing out at fea, 

Our admiral in port. 

Was death deny'd, this world, a fcene 

How difmal and forlorn I 
To death we owe, that 'tis to man 

A bleifing to be born 3 

When 
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When ey erjr other blefling fails, 

Or fapp'd by flow decay, 
Of, ftbrm'd by fudden blafts of fate, 

Is fwiftly whirl'd away ; 
How happy ! that no ftorm, or time, 

Of death can rob the juft ! 
None pluck from their unaching heads 

Soft pillows in the duft I 

Well-pleasM to bear heaven's darkeft frown, 

Your utmoft power employ j 
*Tis noble chemiftry to turn 

Neceflity to joy. 

Whatever the colour of my fate, 

My fate lhall be my choice : 
Determined am I, whilft I breathe, 

To praife and to rejoice 5 

What ample caufe ! triumphant hope ! 

O rich eternity! 
I ftart not at a world in flames, 

Charm'd with one glimpfe of thee : 

And thou ! its great inhabitant I 

How glorious doft thou ftiine ! 
And dart through forrow, danger, death, 

A beam of joy divine ! 

The void of joy (with fome concern 

The truth fevere I tell) 
Is an impenitent in guilt, 

A fool or infidel j 

3 Weigh 
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Weigh this, ye pupils of Voltaire I 

From joylefs murmur free ; 
Or, let us know, which character 

Shall crown you of the three. 
Refign, refign : this leflbn none 

Too deeply can inftill j 
A crown has been refignM by more, - 

Than have refign'd the will 5 

Though wfli refign'd the meaneft makes 

Superior in renown. 
And richer in celeftial eyes, 

Than he who wears a crown 5 
Hence, in the bofom cold of age, 

It kindled a ftrange aim 
To mine in fong 5 and bid me boaft 

The * grandeur of my theme $ 
But oh ! how far preemption falls 

Its lofty theme below t 
Our thoughts in life's December fi«eze, 

And'numbers ceafe to flow. 
Firft ! greateft I beft ! grant what I wrote 

For others, ne'er may rife 
To brand the writer 5 thou alone 

Canft make our wifdom wife 5 
And how unwife ! how deep in guilt ! 

How infamous the fault ! 
u A teacher thron'd in pomp of words, 

" Indeed, beneath the taught !" 
Vol. III. L Meant 

* Page 87. 
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Means moft infallible to make 

The world an infidel j 
And 9 with inftru&ions moft divine, 

To pave a path to hell j 

O ! for a clean and ardent heart, 

CM for a foul on fire, 
Thy praife, begun on earth, to found 

Where angers firing the lyre 5 

How cold is man ? to him how hard 
(Hard, what moft eafy feems) 1 

" To fet a juft efteem on that, 
" Which yet he— moft efteems." 

What fhall we lay, when boundlefs blifs 

Is ofFer'd to mankind, 
And, to that offer when a race 

Of rational* is blind ? 

Of human nature ne'er too high 

Are our ideas wrought $ 
Of human merit ne'er too low 

Deprefs'd the daring thought. 
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ON THE LATE QUEEN'S DEATH, 

AND 

HIS MAJESTY'S ACCESSION TO THE THRONE. 

SI R, I have long, and with impatience, fought, 
To eafe the fullnefs of my grateful thought, 
My fame at once, and duty to purfue, 
And pi eafe the public, by refpelt to you* 

Though you, long fince beyond Britannia known. 
Have fpread your country's glory with your own j 
To me you never did more lovely mine, 
Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
QuenchM our ambition, in great Anna's fate. 
And darkened all the pomp of human Hate. 
Though you are rich in fame, and fame decay, 
Though rais'd in life, and greatnefs fade away, 
Your luftre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and fparkles near a tomb. 

Know, fir, the great efteem and honour due, 
I chofe that moment to profefs to you, 
When fadnefs reign'd, when fortune, fo fevere, 
Had warm'd our bofoms to be moil fincere. 
And when no motives could have force to raife 
A ferious value, and provoke my praife, 
But fuch as rife above, and far tranfcend 
Whatever glories with this world (hall end, 

L 3 The* 
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Then mining forth, when deepeft (hades (hall blot 
The fun's bright orb, and Cato be forgot. 
I Hng— but ah 1 my theme I heed not tell, * 
See every eye with confcious .forrow fwell : 
Who now to verfe would raife his humble voice. 
Can only lhew his duty, not' his choice. 
How great the weight of grief our hearts fuftain ( 
We languifh, and to fpeak is to complain. 

Let*us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moft illuftrious fcene, for ever New !) 
See all the feafons mine on Anna's throne, 
And pay a conftant tribute, not their own. 
Her fummer's heats nor fruits alone beftow, 
They reap the harveft, and fubdue the foe ; 
And when black ftorms confefs the diftant fun, 
Her winters wear the wreaths, her fummers won. 
Revolving pleafures in their turns appear, 
And triumphs are the product of the year. 
To crown the whole, great joys in greater ceafe* 
And glorious viftory is loft in peace. 

Whence this prbfufion on our favour'd ifle ? 
Did partial fortune on our virtue fmile ? 
Or did the fceptre, in great Anna's hand, 
. Stretch forth this rich indulgence o'er our land? 
Ungrateful' Britain ! quit thy groundlefs claim, 
Thy queen arid thy good fortune are the fame. 

Hear, with alarms our trumpets fill the flcy j 
'Tis Anna reigns ! the Gallic fquadrons fly. 
We fpread our canvafs to the fouthern more ; 
*Tis Anna reigns ! the foutlt refigns herHorc. 
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Her virtue fmooths the tumult of the main, 
And fwells the field with mountains of the (lain. 
Argyll and Churchill but the glory (hare, 
While millions lie fubdued by Anna's prayer. 

How great her zeal ! how fervent her defirc \ 
How did her foul in holy warmth expire ! 
Conftant devotion did her time divide, 
Not fet returns of pleafure or of pride. 
Not want of reft, or the fun's parting ray, 
But finifti'd duty, limited the day. 
How fweet fucceeding fleep ! what lovely themes 
Smil'd in her thoughts, and foften'd all her dreams I 
Her royal couch defcending angels fpread, 
And join'd their wings a fhelter o'er her head. 

Though Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a part, 
Religion's caufe reignM miftrefs of her heart : 
She faw, and griev'd to fee, the mean eftate 
Of thofe who round the hallow'd altar wait j 
She med her bounty, pioufly profufe, 
And thought it more her own in facr.ed ufe. 

Thus on his furrow fee the tiller (land, 
And fill with genial feed his la vim hand j 
He trufts the kindnefs of the fruitful plain, 
And providently (batters all his grain. 

What ftrikes my fight ? does proud Augufta rife 
New to behold, and awfully furprize ! 
Her lofty brow more numerous turrets crown, 
And facred domes on palaces look down : 
A noble pride of piety is fhown, 
And temples caft a luftre on the throne. 

L 4 How 
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How would this work another's glory raife ! 
JBut Anna's greatnefs robs her of the pratfe. 
>pjQwn'd in a brighter blaze it difappears, 
Who dry'd the widow's, and the orphan's teats ? 
Who ftoop'd from high to fuccour the diftreft, 
And reconcile the wounded heart to reft ? 
Great in her goodnefs, well could we perceive* 
Whoever fought, it was a queen that gave. 
Misfortune loft her name, her guiltlefs, frown 
But made another debtor to the crown ; 
And each unfriendly ftroke, from fate we bore, 
Became our title to the regal ftore. 

Thus injured trees adopt a foreign moot. 
And their wounds bloffom with a fairer fruit. 

Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thrived, 
When firft the dreadful blaft of fame arriv'd, 
. Say what a (hock, what agonies you felt, 
How did your fouls with tender anguiih melt 1 
That grief which living Anna's love fuppreft, 
Shook like a tempeft every grateful breaft. 
A fecond fate our finking fortunes try'd ! 
A fecond time our tender parents dy'd! 

Heroes returning from the field we crown, 
And deify the haughty vigor's frown* 
His fplendid wealth too raihly we admire, 
Catch the difeafe, and burn with equal fire : 
Wifely to fpend, is the great art of gain j 
And one relieved tranfcends a million flain. 
When time mall afk, where once Ramillia lay, 
Or Danube fiow'd that fwept whole troops away, 
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One drop- of water, that refreftVd the dry, 
. Shall rife a fountain of eternal joy. 

But ah 1 to that unknown and diffcant date* 
Is virtue's great reward pufh'd off by fate ; 
Here random fliafts in every breaft are found. 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 
Auguft in native worth and regal ftate, 
Anna fate arbitrefs of Europe's, fate $ 
To diftant realms did every accent fly. 
And nations watch'd each motion of her eye* 
Silent, nor longer awful to be feen, 
How fmali a fpot contain* the mighty queen ! 
No throng of fuppliant princes mark the place, 
Where Britain's greatnefs is «ompos'd in peace-* 
The broken earth is fcarce difcernM to rife. 
And a ftone tells us where the monarch lies. 

Thus end matureft honours of a crown 1 
.This is the laft conclufion x>f renown I 

So when with idle null the wanton boy 
.Breathes through his ■ tube j he fees, with eager Joy, 
The trembling bubble, in. its riling fmall ; 
And by degrees expands the glittering ball* 
But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 
High in the air, and mines in various dyes, 
The little monarch, with a falling tear, 
Sees his world burft at once, and difappear. 
*Tis not in forrow to reverfcour doom, 
No groans unlock th' inexorable tomb ! 
Why then this fond indulgence of our woe ! 
What fruit can rife, or what advantage flow! 

Yes, 
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Yes, this advantage ; from our deep diftreft 
We learn how much in George the Gods can blefs. 
Had a lefs, glorious princefs left the throne, 
But half the- hero had at firft been mown : 

;An Anna falling all the king employs, 
To vindicate from guilt our rifing joys : 
Our joys arife, and innocently mine, 
Aufpicious monarch ! what a praife is thine ! 

Welcome, great ftranger, to Britannia's throne! 
Nor let thy country think thee- all her own. . 

•Of thy delay how oft did we- complain ! 

*Our hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the main. 
With prajner we~ fmooth the billows for thy fleet.; 

"With ardent wiflies fill thyfwelling meet j 

^And when thy foot took place on Albion's more, 
We bending blefs'd the Gods, and aflc'd no more. 
What hand but thine mould conquer and compofe, 
Join thofe whom intereft joins, and chace our foes ? 
Repel the daring youth's prefumpruous aim, 
And ''by his rival's greatnefs give him fame ? 
Now in fome foreign court he may fit down, 
And quit without a blufti the Britifli crown. 
Secure his honour, though he lofe his ftore, 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 

Nor think, great fir, now firft, at this late hoar, 
In Britain's favour, you exert your power j 
To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 
The numerous toicens of your princely grace. 
Whether yon chdfe to thunder on the Rhine, 
Inspire grave councils, or in courts to mine j 

In 
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'-In the more fcenes your genius was difplayM, 

.The greater debt was on Britannia laid J 

They allconfpir*d this mighty man to raife, 
. And your new fubje&s proudly mare the praife. 
All ihare 5 but may not we have leave to boaft 

That we contemplate, and enjoy it mod ? 

This ancient nurfe of arts, indulged by fate 

On gentle Ifis' bank, a calm retreat, 

For many- rolling ages juftly fanTd, 

Has through the world her loyalty proclaimed ; 
.And often pour'd (too well the -truth is known T) 

Her blood and treafure to fupport the throne ! 

For England's church her lateft accents ftrain'd, 

And freedom with her. dying hand retain'd ; 

No wonder then her various ranks agree 

In all the fervencies of zeal, for thee. 

What though thy birth a diftant kingdom boaft, 

And feas divide thee from the Britifti coaft ? 

The crown 's- impatient to inclofe thy head; 

Why ftay thy feet ? the cloth of gold is fpread. 

-Our ftrift obedience through the world (hall tell 

■That king Va Briton, who can govern well I 
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THE INSTALMENT. 

WITH invocations fome. their breafts inflame 3 
I need no Mufe, a Walpole is- my theme- 

Ye mighty dead, ye gartered fons of praife 1. 
Our morning ftars ! our boaft in former days ! 
Which hovering o'er, your purple, wings difplay, 
Lur'd by the pomp of this diftinguiuYd day, 
Stoop, and attend : by one, the knee be bound 5, 
One, throw the mantle's crimfon folds around $ 
By that, the fword on his proud thigh be plac'd j 
This, clafp the diamond-girdle round his waift $ 
His breaft, with rays, let juft Godolphin fpread $ 
Wife Burleigh plant the plumage on his head j, 
And Edward own,, fince firft he fixt the race,. 
None preft fair glory with a fwifter pace. 

When fate would call fome mighty genius forth 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth* 
Or aid fome favourite king's illuftrious toil, 
It bids his blood with generous ardour boil $. 
His blood, from virtue's celebrated fource, 
Pour'd down the fteep of time, a lengthened courfe $ 
That men prepar'd may juft attention pay, 
Warn'd by the dawn to mark the glorious day, 
When all the fcatter'd merits of his line 
Collected to a point, intenfely mine. 

See, Britain, fee thy Walpole mine from far, 
His azure ribbon, and his radiant ftar $ 

Aftar 
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A far that, with aufpicious beams, ftiall guide 
Thy veflfel iafe, through, fortune's rougheft tide. 

If peace ftill fmiles, by this, fhall commerce fleer 
A finiflVd courfe, in triumph round the (phere ; 
And) gathering tribute from each diftant more. 
In Britain's lap the world's abundance pour. 

If war *s ordain'd, this ftar fhall dart its beams 
Through that black cloud, which riling from the Thames,. 
With thunder, form'd of Brunfwick's wrath, is fent 
To claim the feas, and awe the continent. 
This fhall direft it, where the bolt to throw> 
A ftar for us, a comet to the foe. 

At this the Mufe mall kindle, and afpire t 
My breaft, O Walpole, glows with grateful fire. 
The ftfeams of royal bounty, turned by thee, 
Refrefti the dry domains of poefy. 
My fortune (hews, when arts are Walpole's care, 
What (lender worth forbids us to defpair : 
Be this thy partial fmile from cenfure free j 
*T was meant for merit, though it fell on me. 

Since Bmnfwick's fmile has authoriz'd my Mufe^ 
Chafte be her conduft, and fublhne her views. 
Falfe praifes are the whoredoms of the pen, 
Which proftitute fair fame to worthlefs men : 
This prophanation of celeftial fire 
Makes fools defpife, what wife men mould admire*. 
Let thofe I praife to diftant times be known, 
Not by their author's merit, but their own* 
If others think the talk is hard, to weed 
From verfe rank flattery's vivacious feed* 

4 >Amd 
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JLnd rooted deep ; one means muft fet them free j 
-Patron I arid patriot ! let them fing of thee. 

While vulgar trees ignobler honours wear, 
JNor thofe retain, when winter chills the year j 
The generous Orange, favourite of the fun, 
With vigorous charms can through the feafons run j 
Defies the ftorm with her tenacious green j 
And -flowers and fruits in rival pomp are feen : 
Where bloflbms fall, ftill fairer bloflbms fpring $ 
And midft their fweets the feather'd poets fing. 

On Walpole, thus, may pleas'd Britannia view 
At once her ornament and profit too ; 
The fruit of fervice, and the bloom of fame, 
Matur'd, and gilded by the royal beam. 
He, when the nipping blafts of envy rife, 
Its guilt can pity, and its rage defpile ; 
Lets fall no honours, but fecurely great 
Unfaded holds the colour of his fate : 
jNo winter knows, though ruffling factions prefs $ 
By wifdom deeply rooted in fuccefs ; 
One glory ihed, a brighter is diiplay'd * ; 
And the charmed Mufes flielter in his made. 

O how I long, enkindled by the theme, 
In deep eternity to launch thy name ! 
Thy name in view, no rights of verfe I plead, 
But what chafte truth indites, old time mall read. 

." Behold ! a man of ancient faith and blood, 
44 Which, foon, beat high for arts, and publk-sood 5 
Vol. III. M « Wfrofe 

• Knight of the Bath, and then of the Garter. 
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<« Whofe glory great, but natural appears, 
'< The genuine growth of fervices and years 5 
: " No fudden exhalation drawn on high, 
« And fondly gilt by partial majefty : 
" One bearing greateft toils with greateft cfa/e, 
" One born to ferve us, and yet born to pleafe : 
« Whom, wbile our rights in e,qual fcales he. lays, 
* The prince may truft, and yet the people.praife j 
<« His genrus, ardent, yet his judgment cjear, 
i " His tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere, 
t " His council guides,, his temper chears our ifle, 
" And, fmiling, gives three kingdoms caufe tofrntfeV* 

Joy then to Britain, bleft with fuch a fon, 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won j 
Who nobly-confcious meets the fmiles of fate. 
True.greatnefs lies in daring to be great. 
Xet daftard fouls, or affe&atiqn, run 
To (hades, nor wear bright honours fairly woji 5 
Such men prefer, milled by falfe applaufe, 
The pride of. modefty to virtue's caufe. 
, Honours, which make the face of yirtiie fair, 

*Tis great to merit, and 'tis wife to wear 5 
• 'Tis holding up the prize, tQ public view, 
Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the ntyr ; 
Heighten? jhe, luftre of our age. and clime, 
And (beds rich feeds of worth for future time. 

Proud chiefs alone, in fields of (laughter famy, 
Of old, this izure bloom of glory, claim'd, 
As when,.ftern Ajax pour'd a purple flood, 
The violet roie, fair daughter of his blood. 

Now 
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Now rival wifdom dares the wreath divide. 
And both Minervas rife in equal pride 5 
Proclaiming loud, a monarch fills the throne, 
Who mines illuftrious not in wars alone. 

Let fame look lovely in Britannia's eyes 5 
They coldly court defert, who fame defpife. 
For what 's ambition, but fair virtue's fail ? 
And what applaufe, but her propitious gale ? 
When fwell'd with that, Ihe fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port defign'd 5 
When chain'd, withqut it, to the labouring oar, 
She toils 1 lhe pants ! nor gains the flying more, 
From her fublime purfuits, or turn'd afide 
By blafts of envy, or by fortune's tide : 
For one that has fucceeded ten are loft, 
Of equal talents, ere they make the coaft. 

Then let renown to worth divine incite, 
With all her beams, but throw thofe beams aright. 
Then merit droops, and genius downward tends, 
When godlike glory, like our land, defcends. 
Cuftom the garter long confin'd to few, 
And gave to birth, exalted virtue's due : 
Walpole has thrown the proud enclofure down ; 
And high defert embraces fair renown. 
Though rival'd, let the peerage fmiling fee 
(Smiling, in juftice to their own degree,) 
This proud reward by majefty beftow'd 
On worth like that whence firft the peerage flowM. 
From frowns of fate Britannia's blifs to guard, 
Let fubjelh merit, and let kings reward. 

M 2 * Gods 
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' Gods are moft Gods by giving to excel. 
And kings mdft like them, by rewarding well* 

Though ftrong the twanging nerve, and drawn aright, 
Short is the winged arrow's upward flight 5 
But if an eagle it transfix on high, 
Lodg'd in the wound, it foars into the flcy. 

Thus while I fmg thee with unequal lays, 
And wound perhaps that worth I mean to praife j 
Yet I tranfcend myfelf, I rife in fame, * 
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme. 

No more : for in this dread ftffpenfe of fate, 
Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 
Weigh peace and war, now Europe's eyes are bent 
On mighty Brunfwick, for the great event, 
Brunfwick f kings the terror or defence I 
Who dares detain thee at a world's expence? 
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WHEN Rome, my Lord, in her full glory flione, 
• And great Augfctftus rul'd the globe alone,* 
While fuppliant Kings in all their pomp and ftate,. 
S warm 1 d in his courts', and throng'd his palace gate; 
Horace did oft' the mighty man detain, 
And footh'd his breaft with no ignoble drain j * 
Now foar'd aloft, now ftruck an humbler ftring; 
And taught the Roman genius how to fing. 

Pardon, if F his freedom dare purfue, • 
"Who know no want of Gxfar, finding you 5 
The Mufe's friend is pleas'd the Mufe 1 mould prefs - 
Through circling crouds, and labour for accefs> 
That partial to his darling he may prove, 
And fliining throngs for her approach remove. 
To all the world induftrious to proclaim 
His love of Arts, and boaft the glorious flame. 

Long has the weftern world reclin'd her head, 
Pour'd ibrth her forrow, and bewailed her dead j 
Fell difcord through her borders fiercely rang'd, 
And (hook her nations, and her monarchs changed j 
By land and fea its utmoft rage employed j 
Nor heaven repaired fo faft as men deftroy'd. * 
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In vain kind fummers plenteous fields beftow'cl^ 
In vain the vintage liberally flowM ; 
Alarms from loaden boards all pleafure chac'd, 
And robVd the rich Burgundian giape of tafte 5, 
The frailes of Nature could no blefling bring, 
The fruitful autumn* or the flowery fpring 5 
Time was diftinguiuYd by the fword atid fpear,. 
Not by* the various afpefts of the year 5 
The trumpet's found proclaimed a milder iky, 
And bloodJhecVtold.us when the fun was nigh. 

But now (fo foon is Britain's blefllng feen, 
When fuch as you are near her glorious Queen !). 
Now peace, though lqng repuls'd, arrives at laft^ 
And bids us fmile on all our labours pad; 
Bids every nation ceafe her wonted moan, 
And every Monarch call his crown hi* own ; 
To valpur gentler, virtues now fucceed } 
No longer is the great man born to bleed ; 
Renowned, in councils, brave Argyll (hall tell,. 
Wifdom and prowefs in one breaft may dwell : 
Through milder tracks he foars to deathlefs fame,. 
And without trembling we refound his name. 
No more the rinng harveft whets the fword, 
No longer waves uncertain of its lord j 
Who cad the feed, the golden flieaf mall claim,. 
Nor chance of battle change the matter's name. 
Each ftream unftain'd with blood more fmoothly flowfrj 
^The brighter fun a fuller day beftows j 
^\H Nature feems to wear a chearful face, 
An4 thank great Anna for returning peace. 

Thr 
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. The patient thus, when on his bed of pain, 
No longer he invokes the gods in vain, 
But rifes to new life 5 in every field 
He finds Elyfium,. rivers ne&ar yield 3 
Nothing fo cheap and vulgar but can pleafe, 
And borrow beauties from his late difeafe. 
Nor \9 it peace alone, but fuch a peace, 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceafe. 
Death may determine war, and reft fucceed, 1 

'Cfaufe nought furvives on which our rage may feed $ 
In faithful friends we lofe our glorious foes,. 
And ftrife* of love exalt our fweet repoffc. 
See graceful Bolingbroke your friend advance, 
Nor mifs his Lanfdowne in the court of France j 
So well receivM, fo welcome, fo at home, 
(BlelVd change of fate) in Bourbon's ftately dome y 
The monarch pleag'd* defcending from his throne* 
Will not that Anna call him all her own 5 
He claims a part, and looking round to find 
Something might fpeak the fulnefs of his mind, 
A diamond mines, which oft had touch 1 d him nea%, 
Renew'd his grief, .and robb'd him of a tear j 
Now firft with joy beheld, well plac'd on one,. 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fon j 
So dear is Anna's minifter, fo great 
Your glorious friend in his own private ftate. 
To make our nations longer two, in vain. 
Does nature interpofe the raging main : 
The Gallic fhore to diftant Britain grows, 
For Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna flows 1 

From 
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From confli&s pafs'd each other's worth we find, - 

And thence in ftri&er friendship now are join'd 5 

Each wound receiV'd, now pleads the caufe of love, 

And former injuries endearments prove. 

What Briton but muft prize th' illuftrious fword, 

That caufe of fear to Churchill could afford ? 

Who fworn to Bourbon's fceptre, but muft frame 

Vaft thoughts of him, that could brave Tallard tame ? 

Thus generous hatred in affection ends, 

And. war, which rais'd the foes', compleats the friends. 

A thoufand happy confequences flow 

(The dazzling profpecl: majtes my bofom glow) 5 

Commerce (hall lift her fwelling fails, and roll 

Her wealthy fleets fecure from pole to pole 5 

The Britilh merchant, who with care and pain 

For many moons fees only ikies and main ; 

When now in view of his lov'd native more, 

The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, 

Caufe to regret his wealth no more mail find, 

Nor curfe the mercy of the fea and wind j 

By hardeft fate condemned to ferve a foe, 

And give him ftrength to ftrike a deeper blow. 

Sweet Philomela providently flies 

To diftant woods and ftreams, for fuch fupplies, 

To feed her young, and make them try the wing, 

And with their tender notes attempt to fing : 

Mean while, the fowler fpreads his fecret fnare, 

And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 

Britannia's bold adventurer of late, 

The foaming ocean plow'd with equal fate. 

Goodnefs 
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Goodnefs is grcatnefs in its utmoft height. 
And power a curfe, if not a friend to right 1 
To conquer is to make distention ceafe, , 
That man may ferve the King of kings in peace* 
Religion now mall all her rays difpenfe, 
And mine abroad in perfect excellence j 
Elfe we may dread fame greater curfe at hand, 
To fcourge a tboughtlefs and ungrateful land j 
Now war is weary, and retir'd to reft ; 
The meagre famine, and the fpotted peft, 
Deputed in her ftead, may blaft the day, 
And fweep the relicks of the fword away. 

When peaceful Numa iill'd the Roman throne, 
Jove in the fulnefs of his glory ihone } 
Wife Solomon, a ftranger to the fword, 
Was born to raife a temple to the Lord* 
Anne too mall build, and every facred pile 
Speak peace eternal to Britannia's ifle. 
Thofe mighty fouls, whom military care 
Diverted from their only great affair, 
Shall bend their full united force, to blefs 
Th* almighty Author of their late fuccefs. 
And what is all the world fubdued to this ? 
The grave fets bounds to fublunary blifs j 
But there are conquefts to great Anna known, 
Above the fplendour of an earthly throne j 
Conquefts ! whofe triumph is too great, within 
The fcanty bounds of matter to begin j 
Too glorious to mine forth, till it has run 
Beyond this darkneft of the ftars and fun, 
And (hall whole ages paft be ftill. ftill but begun. 

Heroic' 
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Heroic ihadeft ! whom war has fwcpt away, 
Look down, and finite on this aufpirioua day » 
Now boaft your deaths j to thole your glory teU* 
Who or at Agincourt or Creffy fell; 
Then deep into eternity retire, 
Of greater things than peace or war enquire j 
Fully content, and nnconcern'd, t» know 
What farther panes in the world below. 

The braveft of mankind ihall now have leave 
To die but once, nor piece-meal feek the grave a 
On gain or pleafure bent, we ihall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ftreet 
(Owners of bones difpersM on Flandria's plain* 
Or wafting in the bottom of the main) 5 
To turn us back from joy, in tender fear, 
Left it an infult of their woes appear, 
And make us grudge ourfehres that wealth, their Mood 
Perhaps preferv'd, who ftarve, or beg for food* 
Devotion ihall run pure, and diiengage 
From that ftrange fate of mixing peace with rage. 
On heaven without a fin we now may call, 
And guiltlefs to our Maker proftrate fall ; 
Be Chriftians while we pray, nor in one breath 
Afk Mercy for ourfelves, for others Death* 

But O I I view with tranfport arts reftor'd, 
Which double ufe to Britain ihall afford 3 
Secure her glory purchased in the field, 
And yet for future peace iweet motives yield t 
While we contemplate on the painted wall. 
The preffing Briton, and the flying Gaul, 

la 
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In fuch bright images, fuch living grace, 
As leave great Raphael trot the fecond place ; 
Our -cheeks mall glow, our heaving bofoms rife, 
And martial ardors fparkle in our eyes; 
Much we (hall triumph in our battles paft, 
And yet conftnt thofe battles prove our laft $ 
Left, while in arms for brighter fame we ftrive,' 
We lofe the means to keep that fame alive. 

In filent groves the birds delight to ting, 
Or near the margin of a fecret fpring : 
Now all is calm, iweet mufic Ihall improve. 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurfe of love* 

But what 's the warbling voice, the trembling ftrimr, 
Or breathing canvafs, when the Mufes fing ? 
The Mufe, my Lord, your care above the reft, 
With riling joy dilates my partial breaft 3 . 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar, 
Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught to foarj 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal, was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bled j 
For Janus ihut, her IS Paans rung, 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil fung, 

A thoufand various forms the Mnfe-may wear 
(A thoufand various forms become the fair) ; 
But mines in none with more majeftic mien, 
Than when in ftate me draws the purple fcene ; 
Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage, 
And mourning beauty melt the crouded ftage > 
Charms back paft ages, gives to Britain's ufe 
The nobltft virtues time did e'er produce j 

Leaves 
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Leaves fam'd hiftorians' boafted art behind $ 
They keep the foul alone, and that *s confirTd, 
Sought put with pains, and but by proxy {peak* # 
The hero's prefence deep impreffion makes $ 
The fcenes his foul and body reunite, 
Furnifli a voice, produce him to the fight j 
Make our contemporary him that flood 
High in renown, i perhaps before the flood $ 
Make Neftor to this age advice afford, 
And He&or for our fervice draw his fword. 

More glory to an Author what can bring. 
Whence nobler fervice to his country fpring, 
Than from thofe labours, which, in man's defpight, 
Poffefs him with a paifion for the right ? 
With honed magic make the knave inclined 
To pay devotion to the virtuous mind ; 
Through all her toils and dangers bid him rove, 
And with her wants and anguiih fall in love ? 

Who hears the godlike Montezuma groan, 
And does nofewiih the glorious pain bis own ? 
Lend but your understanding, and their fkill 
Can domineer at pleafure o'er your will : 
Nor is the ihort-liv'd conqueft quickly paft 5 
Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert faft. 

How often have- 1 feen the generous bowl 
With pleafing force unlock a fecret foul, 
And fteal a truth, which every fober hour 
(The profe of life) had kept within her power ? 
The grape victorious often has prevail'd, 
When gold and beauty, racks and tortures, fail'd : 

i Yet 
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V Yet when the fpirit's tumult was allayed, 

;r. She mourn'd, perhaps, the fentiment betray'dj 

> But mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny. 
And on her own confeflion charge the. lye. 
Thus* they, whom neither the prevailing love 

- Of goodnefs here, or mercy from above, 

i Or fear of future pains, or human laws 
Could render advocates in virtue's caufe, 
Caught by the fcene have unawares refigifd 
Their wonted difpofition of the mind : 

. By flow degrees prevails. the pleafing tale, 
As circlipg glafles on our fenfes fteal 5 
Till throughly by the Mufes' banquet warnTd, 
The paffions tofiing, all the foul alarm'd, 
They turn mere zealots fluftVd with glorious rage, 

r Rife in their feajs, and fcarce forbear the ftagc, 

.• Affiftance to wrong'd innocence to bring, 

• Or turn the poignard on fome tyrant king. 
How can they cool to villains ? how fubfide 
To dregs, of vice, . from fuch a godlike pride ? 
To fpailing psphans how to-day return, 
Who wept laft night to fee Monimia mourn ? 

. In this gay fchool of virtue, whom fo fit 
. To govern, and control the world of wit, 
As Talbot, Lanfdowne's friend, has Britain known? 
Him poliih'd Italy has call'd her own j 
He in the lap of elegance was bred, 
And trae'd the Mufes to their fountain head : 
But much we hope, he will enjoy at home 
What *s nearer ancient than the modern Rome. 
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Nor fear I mention of the court of France, 

When I the Britifli genius would advance : 

There too has Shrewlbury improv'd his taftej 

Yet ftill we dare invite him to our feaft ; 

For Corneille's fake I (hall my thoughts fuppreft 

Of Oroonoko, and prefume him lefs : 

What though we wi*ong him ? Ifabella's woe 

Waters thofe bays that mail for ever grow. 

Our foes confefs, nor we the praife refufe, 
The Drama glories in the Britifh Mufe. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of clofe intrigue the labyrinihian thread ; 
Our genius more affe&s the grand, than fine, 
Our ftrength can-make the great plain a&ion fhine * 
They raife a great curiofity indeed, 
From his dark maze to fee the hero freed; 
We rouze th' affections, and that hero (how 
Oafping beneath fome formidable blow : 
They figh ; we weep : the Gallic doubt and care 
We heighten into terror and defpair ; 
Strike home, the ftrongeft paffions boldly touch, 
Nor fear our audience mould be pleas'd too muck* 
What "s great in nature we can greatly draw, 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law. 
The fate of Caefar is a tale too plain 
The fickle Gallic tafte to entertain 5 
Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 
The golden Arras with gay flowers of love % 
We know Heaven made him a far greater man 
Than any Caefar, in a human plan. 



And 
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And fuch we draW him, nor are too refin'd, 
To ftand aflfeaed with what Heaven defignM. 
To claim attention* and the heart invade, 
Shakefpeare but wrote the play th* Almighty mad*. 
Our neighbourV-ftage-arMoo bare^fac'd betrays, 
*Tis great Corneille at every fcene we praife 5 
-On Nature's funer- aid Britannia calk, 
None think -of Shakefpeare till the -curtain falls? 
Then with a ugh returns our audience home, 
From Venice, Egypt, Perfia, Greece, or Rome. 

France yields not 'to the glory of, our lines, 
But manly conduit of our flrong defigns ; , 
That oft they think more juftrywe mult own, 
Not ancient Greece a truer fenie has &own : 

- Greece thought Jwit juftly, they think juftly too j 
We fometimes .err by foiling more to do* 
So well are Racine's meaneft perfens taught, 
But change a Jcntiment, you make a fault ; 
Nor dare we charge them with th£ want of flame t 
When we boaft more, we-own burfelves to blame. 

And yet in Shakefpeare Tomethihg 'ftill I find, 
That makes me lefs efteera all human-kind ; 

* He made one nature, and another found, 
Both in his page with mafter-ftrokes abound? 
His witches, fairies* and inchanted ifle, 
Bid us no longer at our nurfes fmile j 
Of loft hiftorians we almoft complain, 
Nor think it the creation of his brain. 

Vol. HI. N Who 
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Who lives, when his Othello 's in a trance ? 

With his great Talbot * too, he conquered France. 

Long we may hope brave Talbot's blood will run 
In great defendants, Shakefpeare has but one j 
And him, my lord, permit me not to name, 
But in kind filence fpare his rival's iharae:— • 
Yet I in vain that Author would fupprefe, 
What can't be greater, cannot be made lefs : 
Each reader will defeat my fruitlefs aim, 
And to himfelf great Agamemnon name. 

Should Shakefpeare rifeunblefs'd with Talbot's (mile, 
Ev'n Shakefpeare's felf would curfe this barren ifle : 
But if that- reigning ftar propitious Urine, 
And kindly mix his gentle rays with thine 5 
Ev'n I, by far the meaneft of your age, 
Shall not repent my paffion for the ftage. 
Thus did the Will-almighty difallow, 
No human force could pluck the golden bough, 
Which left the tree with eafe at Jove** command, 
And fpar'd the labour of the weakeft hand, 

Aufpickms fate ! that gives me leave to write 
To you, the Mufes glory and delight ; 
Who know to read, nor falfe encomiums raiie, 
And mortify an Author with your praife : 
Praife wounds a noble mind, when 'tis not due, 
But cenfure's felf will pleafe, my lord, from you j 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you defcend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 

What 
* An anceftor of the duke of Shrewsbury, who con- 
quered France, drawn by Shakefpeare. You H c • 
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What though the great man fet his coffers wide, 

That cannot gratify the Poet's pride 5 

Whofe inipiration, if 'tis truly good, 

Is heft rewarded, when beft underftood. 

The Mufes write for glory, not for gold, 

*Tis far beneath their aature to be fold t 

The greateft gain is fcorn'd, but as it ferves 

To fpeak a fenfe of what the Mufe defcrves 5 

The Mufe, which from herLanfdowne fears no wrong, 

Beft judge, as well as fubjeft, of .her fong. 

Should this great theme allure me farther ftill, 

And I prefurae to ufe your patience ill, 

The world would plead my caufe, and none. but you 

Will take difguft at what I now purfue : 

Since what is mean my Mufe can't raife, I *11 chufe 

A theme that 's able to exalt my Mufe. 

For who, not void of thought, can Granville n£me, 
Without a fpark of his immortal flame ? 
Whether we feek the patriot, or the friend, 
Let Bolingbroke, let Anna recommend j 
Whether we chufe to love or to admire, 
You melt the tender, and th' ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound, 
And fuch familiar glories fpread around, 
As more incline the ftander-by to raife 
His value for himfelf, than you to praife. 
Thus ^ you befriend the moft heroic way, 
Blefs all, on none an obligation lay j 
So turn'd by Nature's hand for all that ? s well, 
'Tis fcarce a virtue when you moft excel. 

N z Though 



ito YOUNG'S POEMS. 

Though fweet your prefence, graceful is your mien, 
You to be happy want not to be feen 5 
Though priz'd in public, you can fmile alone, 
Nor court an approbation but your own : 
In throngs, not confcioue of thefeeyes that- gaze 
In wonder fix'd, though refolute to pleafe ; 
You, were all blind, would Jftill deferve applau£ j 
The world 's your glory's witnefs, not its caufe a 
That lies beyond the limits of the day, 
Angels behold it, and their God obey. 

You take delight in others excellence ; 
A gift, which Nature rarely does difpcnfe: 
Of all that breathe 'tis you,, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas'd to fee yourfelf outdone* 
Youwiih not thofe,. who .mew your name refpe#, 
So little worth, as might excufe neglect, j 
Nor are in pain left merit you. mould know 5 
Nor fhun the well-deferver as a foe ; 
A troublefome acquaintance, that will claim 
To be well us'd, or dye your cheek with (harae. 

You wiih your country's good j .that told, £0 well 
Your powers- are known, th' event I need. not tell. 
When Ne/tor fpoke, none-ajk'd if he prevailed j 
That god of fweet perfuafion never fail'd : 
And fuch great fame had Hfe&or's valour wrought, 
Who meant he. cpnquer'd, only {aid he fought. 

When you, my lord, to fylvan fcenes retreat, 
No crouds around for pleafure, or for ftate, 
You are ;lot caft upon a ftranger land, 
And wander pejuiTOQ*er*he barren ftrand ,- 
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Nor arc you by receiv'd example taught, - 
In toys to fhun the difcipline of thought ; 
But, unconfin'd by bounds of time and place, • 
You chufe companions from all human race > 
Converfe with thofe the deluge fwept away,. 
Or thofe whoie midnight is Britannia's day. 

Books not fo much inform, as give confent 
To thoie ideas your own thoughts prefent; 
Your only gain from turning volumes o'er, 
Is finding caufe to like yourfelf the more : 
In Grecian fages you are only taught 
With more* refpecY to value your own thought: 
Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 
Thofe precepts we behold alive in you : 
Your life is fo adjufted to their fchools, 
It. makes that hiftory they meant for rules* 
What joy, what pleating tranfport, muil arife 
Within your breaft, and lift you to the ikies, 
When in each learned page that you unfold, 
You find fome part of your own conduit told ! 

So pleas'd, and fo furpriz'd, JEneas flood, 
And.iuch triumphant raptures nYd his blood, 
When-far from Trojan mores the hero fpy'd 
His ftory mining forth in all its pride ; 
Admir'd himfelf, and faw his actions ftand 
The praiie and wonder of a foreign land. 

He know* not half his being, who 's confiVd 
In converfe, and reflexion on mankind : 
Your foul, which understands her charter well, 
Diidains imprifbn'd by thofe flues to dwell $ 

N 3 Ranges 
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Ranges Eternity without the leave 

Of death, nor waits the paflage of the grave. 

When pains eternal, and eternal blifs, 
When thefe high cares your weary thoughts diftrttts, 
In heavenly numbers you your foul unbend, 
And for your eafe to deathlefs fame defcend. 
Ye Kings ! would ye true greatnefs underftand, 
Read Seneca grown rich in Granville's band *. 

Behold the glories of your life compleat ! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great j 
New moments fhed new pleafures as they fly, 
And yet your greateft is, that you muft die; 

Thus Anna faw, and rais'd you to the (feat 
Of honour, and confefs'd her fervant great j 
Confefs'd, not made him fuch ; for faithful Fame 
Her trumpet fwell'd long fmce with Granville's name. 
Though you in modefty the title wear, 
Your name mall be the title of your heir ; 
Farther than ermin make his glory known, 
And caft in (hades the favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high diftin&ion fprings 3 
The foul's endowments from the King of kings. 
Lo ! one great day calls forth ten mighty peers ! 
Produce ten Granvilles in five thoufand years j 
Anna, be thou content to fix the fate 
Of various kingdoms, and control the great ; 
But O ! to bid thy Granville brighter ihine ! 
To him that great prerogative refign, 

Who 

* See his Lordfhip's Tragedy intitled " Heroic Love." 

Young, 
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'Who the fun's height can raife at pleafure higher, 
His lamp illumine, fet his flames on fire. 

Yet ftiJl one blifs, one glory, I forbear, 
A darling friend whom near your heart you wear 5 
That lovely youth, my lord, whom you muft blame, 
That I grow thus familiar with your name. 

He 's friendly, open, in his conduct nice, 
Nor ferve thefe virtues td atone for vice : 
Vice he has none, or fuch as none wifh lefs, 
But friends indeed, good-nature in excefs. 
You cannot boaft the merit of a choice, 
In making him your own, *twas nature's voice, 
Which callM too loud by man to be withftood, 
Pleading a ty e far nearer than of blood $ 
Similitude of manners, fuch a mind, 
As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind. 
Such eafe his common converfe recommends, 
As he ne'er felt a paflion, but his friend's j 
Yet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the fun, to bend his courfe *• 

Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair, 
Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 
Salutes each paffing breeze with head reclin'dj 
The pliant branches dance in every wind : 
But fix'd the ftem her upright ftate maintains, 
And all the fury of the North difdains. 

How are you blefs'd in fuch a matchlefs friend \ 
Alas ! with me the joys of friendship end 5 

N 4 O HarrifoM ! 

# His Lordihip's Nephew, who took Orders. 

Young, 
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Q Hairifon ! I muft, I will complain 5 

Tears footh the foul's diftrefs, though /hed in vain r 

Didft thou return, and blefs thy native more 

With welcome peace,.and is my friend no more?--. 

Thy ta/k was early done, and I muft own 

Death kind to thee, but ah ! to thee alone. 

But 'tis in me a vanity to mourn, 

The forrows of the great thy tomb adorn* 

Strafford and Bolingbroke the lofs perceive, 

They grieve,, and make thee envy'd in thy grave. 

With aking heart, and a foreboding mind, 
I night to day in painful journey join'd, 
When firft informed of his approaching fate* 
But reached the partner of my foul too late « 
'Twas paft, his cheek was cold, that tunefuL tongue,. 
Which Ifis charm'd with its melodious fong,. 
Now languifiYd, wanted ftrength to fpeak his pain,. 
Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and funk, again ; 
Each art of life, in which he bore a part, 
Shot like an arrow through ray bleeding hearts 
To what ferv'd all his promis'd wealth and poweiy. 
But more to load that moil unhappy hour ? 

Yet ftill prevail'd thegreatnefs of his mind; 
That, not in health, or life itfclf confin'd, 
Felt through his mortal pangs Britannia's peace, 
Mounted to joy, and frail'd in death's embrace*. 

His fpirit now juft ready to refign, 
No longer now his own, no longer mine, 
He grafps my hand, his fwimming eye-balls roll, 
M " hm "A he grafps, and enters in my foulj. 

Then 
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Then witii a groan— fupport me, O ! beware 
€)f holding worth, however great, too dear ! * 

Pardon, my. lord, the privilege of grief, 
That in untimely freedom, feeks relief j 
To better fate your love I recommend, 
O ! may you never lofe £b dear a friend I 
May nothing interrupt your happy hours ; 
Enjoy the bleflings peace on Europe fhowers s 
Nor yet difdain thofe bleflings to adorn ;. 
To make the Mufe immortal, you was born. 
Sing j and in lateft time, when ftory 's dark, 
This period your furviving fame mail mark 5 
Save from the gulph of years this glorious age, 
And thus illuftrate their hiftoriarfa page. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung*, 
And Anna Britain fway'd, when Granville fung : 
That noted year Europa flieath'd her fword, 
When this great man was firft faluted lord, 

* The Author here bewails that moft ingenious 
gentleman, Mr. William Harrifon, Fellow of New- 
College, Oxon . Yo u N g .— [ See a more particular ao~ 
count of him in the " Supplement to Swift."] 
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WHILST you at Twickenham plan the futave 
wood, 
Or turn the volumes of ihe wife and good, 
Our ienate meets 5 at parties, parties bawl, 
-And pamphlets ftun the ftreets,- and load the ftalls 
So ruining tides bring things' obfecne to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge/ and dead <iogs foim in fight j 
The civil torrent foams* the -tumult Feigns, 
And Codrus' profe works wp, and Lico's ftrain*. 
io ! what from cellars rife, what rufti/rom high, 
'Where (peculation roofted near the Hay 5 
Letters, J£flays,.Sock> Bufldn, Satire, Song, 
And all the Garret thunderson the throng ! 

Q Pope ! • I burft 5 nor can, nor will, refrain 5 
I Ml write 9 let others,- in vtheir<turn> complain : 
Truce, truce> ye Vandals ! my tormented ear 
Lefs dreads a piHory than a pamphleteer j 
I 'ye heard my felf to death 5 and, plagu'd each hour, 
Shan't I return the vengeance in my power ? 
For who can write the true abfurd like me?— 
Thy pardon, Codrus ! who,- 1 mean, 'but thee ? 

Pope ! if like mine, or Codrus', were thy ftyle, 
The blood of vipers had not ftain'd thy file 5 
Merit lefs folid r lefs defpite had -bred j 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
,. Fame is a public miftrefs, none enjoys, 
.-JBut, more or kfc y his rival's peace deftroy* ; 

With 
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Perhaps a //*//* has his fancy fmit, 
Or a quaint awtfa, which he thinks has wit : 
He writes, in inspiration puts his truft, 
Though wrong his thoughts,'theg0<& will make them juft \ 
'"Genius directly fr«m the gods defcends, 
And-who^y labour would diftruft his friends T 
Thus having reafon'd with confumntate (kill, 
In immortality he dips 4h« quill : 
And, fince blank paper is deny'd the prefs, 
He mingles the whole alphabet by guefs : 
In various fets* which various words compote, 
Of which, he-hopes, mankind the meaning knfews* 

So founds Spontaneous from the Sibyl broke, 
Dark to herfelf the wonders which die -fpoke 5 
The priefts found out the meaning,- if they -could j 

• And nations ftar'd at what none understood. 

Clodio drefs'd, danc'd, drank, vifhed, (the whole 

• And great concern of an immortal foul !) 
Oft have I faid, «. Awake! exiftl and ftrive 
™ For birth! ndr think to loiter is to live T 

- As oft I overheard the damm fay, 
Who daily met the lokerer in his way, 

• « I'll meet thee, youth, at White's :" theyouth replies, 
« c I Ml meet thee there,"- and falls tiis facrificei 

His fortune fquander'd,' leaves his virtue bare 
To evjerybribe, ahd blind to every fnare : 
Clodio for bread his indolence muft quit, 
Or turn a foldier, or commence a wit. 

' Such heroes have we ! all, but life, they (lake ; 

v £Iqw muft Spain tremble, and the German (hake ! 
.. i S Such 
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Such writers have we ! all, but fenfe, they print j 

Xv'n George's praife is dated from the Mint. 

In arms contemptible, in arts prophane, 

Such fwords, fuch pens, difgrace a monarch's reign. 

Reform your lives before you thus afpire, 

And fteal (for you canfteal) coeleftial fire. 

O ! the juft contraft ! O ! the beauteous ftrife 1 
'Twixt their cool writings, and pindaric life : 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire 5 
Tbey cheat the lender, and their works the buyer. 

I reverence misfortune, not deride 5 
I pity poverty, but laugh at pride j 
For who fo fad, but muft fome mirth confefs 
At gay Caftruchio's mifcellaneous drefs ? 
Though there 's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
There 's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

Thefe, nature's commoners, who want a home, 
Claim the wide world for their majeftic dome j 
They make a private ftudy of the ftreet 5 
And, looking full on every man they meet, 
Run foufe againft his chaps 5 who ftands amaz'd 
To find they did not fee, but only gaz'd. 
How muft thefe bards be rapt into the Ikies ? 
You need not read, you feel their ecftafies. 

Will they periift > 'Tis madnefs ; Lintot, run* 
See them confin'd— - " O, that *s already done." 
Moft, as by leafes, by the works they print, 
Have took, for life, poffeflion of the Mint. 
If you miftake, and pity thefe poor men, 
Eft ulubris, they cry, and write again. 
Vol, IH» a Such 
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Such wits their nuifance manfully expofe, 

And then pronounce >uft judges learning's foes y. 

O frail conclufion ; the reverfe is true ; 

If fpes to learning, they *d be friends to you s 

Treat them, ye judges I with an honeft from* 

And weed the cockle from the generous corn : 

There 's true good-nature in your difrefpecr 5 

In juftice to the good, the bad negleft : 

For immortality, if hard/hips plead, 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 
But, O ! what wifdom can convince a fool* 

But that 'tis dulnefs to. conceive him dull I 

'Tis fad experience takes the cenfor's part,. 

Conviction, not from seafon, but from fmart.. 
A virgin-author, recent from the prefs, 

The meets yet wet, applauds his great fuccefs-; 

Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed> 

Thofe in his hand, and glory in his head ; 

*Tis joy too great 5 a fever of delight ! 
His heart beats thick, nor clofe hi& eyes all night : 
But, riing the next morn to clafp his fame, 
He finds that without fleeping he could dream * 
So fparks, they fay, take goddefles to bed, 
And find next day the devil in their ftead. ' 

In vain ad-vertifements the town o'erfpread ^ ! 

They 're epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 
Who prefs for fame, but finall recruits will raifej 
"Tis voluntiers alone can give the bays. 
A famous author vifits a great man, 
Of his immortal >york difplays the plan* 

And 
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And fays, " Sir, I 'm your friend ; all fears difmift; 
" Your glory, and my own, mall live by this 5 
" Your power is fixt, your fame through time con veyd, 
" And Britain Europe's pueen— if I am paid," 
A Statefman has his anfwer in a trice > 
" Sir, fuch a genius is beyond all price 3 
" What man can pay for this ?"— Away he turns 5 
His work is folded, and his bofom burns : 
His patron he will patronize no more ; 
But nifties like a tempeft out of door. 
Loft is the patriot, and extinct his name ! 
Out comes the piece, another* and the fame j 
For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 
And turns the tide of Europe on the foe ; 
He rams his quill with fcandal and with feoff j 
But 'tis fo very foul, it won't go off: 
Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar j 
But, .when once jrablifh'd, they are heard no more. 
Thus diftant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw, 
The block *s a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 
Can thofe oblige, whofe heads and hearts are fuch ? 
Nq y every party *s tainted by their touch, 
Infected perfons fly each public place; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace : 
To the foul fiend their every paflion 's fold t 
They love,, and hate, extempore, for gold 1. 
What image of their fury can we form ? 
Dulnefs and rage, a puddle in a ftorm. 
Reft they in peace ? If you are pleas'd to buy, 
To fwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they fly : 

O 2 Writ* 
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Write faey withrage ? The tempeff quickly flags $ 
A State-Ulyffes tames tftem with his bags 5 
£et him be what he wtflv Tu*k, Pagan, Jew* 
For Chriftian mmifters of ftate are few. 

Behind the curtain hades the fountain head, 
.That pours his politics through pipes of lead ; 
Which far and near ejaculate, and fpout 
O'er tea and coffee, poifon to the rout : 
But, when they have befpatter'd all they may,. 
The ftatefman throws his filthy {quirts away t 

With golden forceps, thefe, another takes, 
And ftate elixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richeft ftatefman wants wherewith to fap. 
A fervile fcycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it cofts the wretch to. be fo bale ; 
Nor can the greatefi powers enough difgrace, 
Enough cbaflife, fiich proftitute applaufe, 
If well they weigh how much it ftains their caufe* 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne'er feduce the venal tongue ? 
Ye«-y if well-brib'd, for virtue's felf they fight ; 
Still in the wrong, though champions for the right *. 
Whoe'er their crimes for intereft only quit, 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 

Nought but inconftancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abandon'd meets j 
From the fame hand how various is the page I 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage I 
Tracts battle tracts, fclf-contradi&ions glare j 
Say, is this lunacy ?— I wifh> it were* 

If 
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If fuch oar writers, rftartled at the fight* 

Felons may bfefa their ftars they cannot write t 
How juftly Proteus' traQfmigrations fit 

The monftrous changes of a.*nodern witi 

Now, fuch a gentle Jlream of eloquence 

As feldom rifes : to the verge of fenfej 

Now, by mad rage, transformed into * flame. 

Which yet fit engines, well apply'd, can tame; 

Now, on imroodeft trafli, the/wiw $bfc$ne 

Invites the town to fop at Drury-lane ; 

A dreadful lion> now he roars at power, 
Which fends him to his brothers at the Tower j 
He 's now zferfent, and his double tongue 

•Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thofe he ftung; 

What knot can bind him, his evafion fuch ? 

One knot he well deferves, which might do much* 

The flood, flame, {wipe, the lion, and the make, 
Thofe fivefold <monfters, modern authors make : 
The Snake reigns raoft ; Snakes, Pliny fays, are bred, 
When *he brain 's peruVd in. a human head. 
Ye groveling, trodden, whipt, ftript, turncoat things, 

.Made up of yenojn, volumes, ftains, and ftings ! 
Thrown, from the Tree of Knowledge, like you, curft 
To fcribble in the duft, was Snake the firft. 

What if ,fyt figure fliould \nfaSl prove true ? 
It did in Elkenah *, why not in you ? 
Poor,£lkenan, all other changes pail, 
Por bread in.SmUMeJd^r^gww hid at laft, 
Spit fcgama of arc .to make, the butchers gape, 
And found his manners fuited to his fliape : 

O 3 Such 

* Settle, the city poet. 
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Such is the fate of talents mifapply'd 5 
So HvM your Prototype; and fo he dy'd. 

Th' abandoned manners of our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 
But in their fate, their habit, and their mein, 
That gods there are is eminently feen : 
Heaven ftands abfolvM by vengeance on their pen. 
And marks the murderers of fame from men : 
Through meagre jaws they draw their venal breath, 
As ghaftly as their brothers in Macbeth : 
Their feet through faithlefs leather meet the dirt, 
And oftener chang'd their principles than flurt. 
The tranfient veftme^nts of thefe frugal men, 
Haftens to paper for our mirth again : 
Too foon (O merry-melancholy fate!) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate : 
The man lampoon'd forgets it at the fight 5 
The friend through pity gives, the foe through ipite $ 
And, though full confcious of his injured purfe, 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can wim them worfe* 
.So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity and fenfe. 

From i hefty their politics our Quidnuncs feek, 
And Saturday 's the learning of the week : 
Tbefe labouring wits, like paviors, mend our ways, 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat eflays 5 
Ram their coarfe nonfenfe down, though ne'er fo dull ; 
And hem at every thump upon your flcull : 
ttefe ftaunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry, 
And honeft folly echoes to the lye* 

Ohow 
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O how I laugh, when I a blockhead fee, 
Thanking a villain for his probity ! 
Who ftretches out a moft refpeclful ear, 
With fnares for woodcocks in his holy leer : 
It tickles through my foul to hear the cock's 
Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights t 
While gracelefs Reynard liftens — till he bites* 

As, wh*n the trumpet founds, th 1 overloaded ftate 
Difcharges all her poor and profligate \ 
Crimes of all kinds difhonour'd weapons wield, 
And prifons pour their filth into the field ; 
Thus nature's refufe, an4 the dregs of men, 
Compofe the black militia of the pen. 
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FROM OXFORD. 

ALL write at London ; mall the rage abate 
Here, where it moft mould ihine, the Mafes" y*at ? 
Where, mortal or immortal, as they pleafe, 
The learn 'd may chufe eternity, or eafe ? 
Has not a * Royal Patron wifely ftrove 
To woo the Mufe in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new firings to her harmonious fhell, 
And given- new tongues to thofe who fpoke fo 'Well * 
Let thefe inftruft, with truth's ilhtftrious ray, 
Awake the v^orld, and fcare our owls away. 

Mean while, O friend I indulge me, if I give 
Some needful precepts how to *write 9 and live $ 
Serious mould be an author's final views ; 
Who write for pure amufement, ne'er amufe. 

An Author ! *Tis a venerable name 1 
How few deferve it, and what numbers claim t 
Unbleft with fenfe above their peers renVd, 
Who (hall ftand up, dictators to mankind ? 
Nay, who dasejbine, if not in virtue's caufe, 
That fole proprietor of juft applaufe ? 

Ye reftlefs men, who pant for lettered praife, 
With whom would you confult to gain the bays ?— 
With thofe great authors whofe fam'd works you read? 
*Tis well ; go, then, confult the laureled (hade, 

What 
♦ King George I, 
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What anfoer will the laurel'd fhade return ? 
Hear it, and tremble I he commands you burn 
The nobleft works his envy'd genius writ, 
That boaft of nought more excellent than nviu ' 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth moft dread, 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wim'd unwrote 
The fprightKeft efforts of their wanton drought : 
Sidney and Waller, brighteft fons of fame, 
Condemn tfhe charm of ages to the flames 
And in one point is all true wifdom caft, 
To think that earfy^t jnuft think at lajf. 

Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break nature's laws, 
Injurious ftill to -virtue's facred c*ufe$ 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition !) pant to he/brgdt. 

Thus ends your courted fame : does lucre theii f 
The facred thirfioi gold, betray your pen > 
In profe ''tis Vlameable, in verfe 'tis worfe, 
Provokes the Mufe, extorts Apollo's curfe ; 
His facred influence never ftiouM be Ibid ; 
*Tis arrant Jimmy to 1 fing for gold : 
*Tis immortality fttould fire your mind; 
Scorn a lefs paymafter than all mankind. 

If bribes ye feek, kftow this, ye writing tribe! 
Who writes for virtuehas the krgeft bribe : 
All 's on the party of 'the virtuous man 5 
The good writ furely'ferve him, If They can 5 
The bad, when taereft or ambition guide, 
And 'tis at-onte their ittttrtf and their fride: 

* But 
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But mould both fail to take him to their care* 
He boafts a greater friend, and both may fpave* 

Letters to man uncommon light difpenfe j 
And what is virtue, but fuperior fenfe ? 
In parts and learning ye who place your pride, 
Your faults are crimes, your crimes are double- dy*d« 
What is a fcandal of the firft renown, 
But lettered knaves, and atheifts in a gown ? 
' *Tis harder far to pleafe than give offence $ 
The lead mifconduft damns the brightest fenfe j 
Each (hallow pate, that cannot read your name, 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame* 
Flagitious manners make impref&ens deep 
On thofe that o'er a page of Milton deep :' 
Nor in their dulnefs think to fave your ihame, 
True, thefe are fools ; but wife men fay the fame. 

Wits are a defpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talents to the pen ; 
When the man ihocks us, while the writer ftrine$» 
Our fcorn in life, our enry in his lines. ^ 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence fome difpenfe, 
And play the fool, becaufe they 're men of fenfe. 
What inftances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought I 
Againft their wills what numbers ruin fliun, 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ? 
Nature has (hewn, by making it fo rare, 
That wit 's a jewel which we need not wear. 
Of plain found fenfe life's current coin is made $ 
With that we drive the moft fubftantial trade, 

Prudence 
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Prudence protecls and guides us ; wit betrays $ 
,A fplendid fource of ill ten thoufand ways j 
-A certain fnare to miseries immenfe; 
.A gay prerogative from common^ fenfe; 
Unleis ftrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame, 

But grant your judgment equal to the beft, 
Senfe fills your head, and genius fires your breaft 3 
Yet ftill forbear; your wit {confider well) 
"Tis great to. (hew, but greater to conceal j 
As it is great to feize the golden prize 
Of place or power j but greater to defpife. 

If ftill you languish for an author's name, 
Think private merit lefs than public fame, 
And fancy not to write is not to live 5 
Deferve, and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is 5 how dear "'t will coft, 
To write one page which you may juftly boaft. 

Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prefs j 
Who write, an awful character profefs ; 
The world as pupil of their wifdom claim, 
And for their ftipend an immortal fame : 
Nothing but what is folid or refin'tl, 
Should dare aflc public audience of mankind. 
Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 
No writer, famM in your own way, pafs o'er ; 
Much truft example, but reflexion more : 
More had the antients writ, they more had taught; 
Which (hews fome work is left for modern thought. 

This 
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This weigh' d, perfection know; and, known, adarc 
Toil, burn for that 4 but do not aim at more 5 
Above, beneath it, the juft limits fix ; 
And zealouily prefer four lines to fix. 

Write, and re- write, blot out, and write again, 
And for its fwiftttefs ne'er applaud your pen* 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket, praife* 
-Slow runs the Pegaius that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay, 
Is juft and wife $ for lefs is thrown away, 
Time only can mature the labouring l>rain ? 
Time is the father, and the midwife -pain : 
The fame good fenfe that makes a man excel, 
3>till makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 
Downright impoflibilities they feek j 
What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excufe no fault j though beautiful, 't will harm; 
One fault {hocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands corre&nefs ; Addifon 
And you this commendable hurt have done, 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The whole is mortal, if a fart 's unfound. 

He tiaaxftrikes out, and ftrikcs not out the befl, 
Pours luftre in, and dignifies the reft : 
Give e'er fo little, if what 's right be there, 
We praife for what you >bur* $ and what yam /pare z 
The part you burn, Anells fweet before the (hrine, 
And is as mcenfe to the part divine. 

Hor frequent write, though you can do it well; 
Men may too qft,i though not too*w*o&> «xcel. 

A few 
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A lew good* works gain fame ; more fink their price j 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 
They granted you- writ well, what can they mere, 
Unlefs you. kt them praife for giving o'er ? 

Do boldly what you do \ and kt your page 
Smile, if it failles, and if it rages, rage. 
So famtly Lueiusceofures and commends, 
That Lucius has so foes, except his friends. 

Let fatire lefs engage you than applaufe } 
It (hews a generous mind to wink at flaws : 
Is genius yours ? Be yours a glorious end, 
Be your king'ty country's, truth's, region's friendj- 
The public glory by your own beget; 
Run nations, run pofterity, in debt* 
And fince the fiun'd alone make others live, 
Firft ba*uc that glory you prefume to give. 

If fatire charms, ftrike faults, but fpare the mas 5, 
'Tis dull to be a» witty as you can- 
Satire recoils whenever charged too high 5 
Round your own fame the fatal fplinters fly- 
As the foft pfame gives fwiftnefs to the dart,. 
Good-breeding fends the fatire to the heart. 

Painters and forgeons may thejtru3*re fca» j 
Genius and monk be with you the man s 
Defaults in thofe alone (hould give offence ! 
Who ftrikes 4>tper/b* y pleads his innocence. 
My narrow-minded fatire can't extend 
To Codrus' form j I 'm not fo much his friend 1 
<Himfelf fhould publifh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 

Let 
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Let him be black, fair, tall, fliort, thin, or fiat, 
Dirty or clean, I find so theme in that. 
Is that call'd humour ? It has this pretence, 
*Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenie.. 
Unlefs you- boaft the genius of a Swift, 
Beware of humour y the dull rogue's loft Jbift. 

Can others write like you ? Your talk give o'er* 
*Tis printing what was publiuVd long before. 
If nought peculiar through your labours run, 
They 're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think clofe, read nature, turn 
Mens manners o'er, and half your volumes burn; 
To nurfe with quick reflexion be your ftrife> 
Thoughts born from prefent objetts, warm from life 
When mod unfought, fuch infpirations rife, 
Slighted by fools, and cherifiYd by the wife : 
Expe& peculiar fame from thefe alone j 
Thefe make an author, thefe are all your own. 

Life, like tjieir bibles, coolly men turn o'er ; 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threefcore. 
True, all men think of courfe, as all men dream \ 
And if they (lightly think, 'tis much the fame. 

Letters admit not of a half- renown \ 
They give you nothing, or they give a crxnvn^ 
No work e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can,. 
But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty thtfubjefi, cogent the difaturfe* 
Clear be the ftyle, the very found of force j 
Eafy the conduct, fimple the deftgn f 
Striking the moral, .and the foul divine «. 
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Let nature art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 
O'er learning reafon reign ; o-er that, your Creed t 
' Thus 'virtue's feeds, at once, and laurel's, grow j 
Do thus, and rife a Pope, or. a Defpreau ; 
And when youv genius exquifitely mines,. 
Live up to the full lufbe of your lines : 
Parts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit; 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 
And they plead Lucifer's detcfted caufe, 
Who for bare talents challenge Our appjaufe.. 
Would you reftore juft honours to the pen ? 
From able writers rift to worthy men. • 

" Who 's this with nonfenfr, nonienfe would retrain ? 
«* Who *$ this (they, cry) fo vainly fcbools the vain,? 
** Who damns our train, with fo much tram replete ? 
" As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meatr'^ 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt, 
Ami challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge examens overwhelm my page, 
And darken reafipn with dogmatic rage ? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme, 
In profe a duller could excufe the crime ? 
Sure, next to writing, the raoft idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we fing. 

At that tribunal (lands the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe, 
Time is the judge; Time has nor friend nor foe;, 
Falfe fame muft wither, and the true will grow. 
Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy * 
For -if I fall, by my <rwn pen I die \ 

While 
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While fnarlers- fbivc with proud but frttitlcd fMun, 
To 'wound immortal*, or to flay tboJUu*. 

Sore preft with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets, level'd at my head, 
Thus have J frrg'd a buckle* in my brain, 
Of recent form, to ferve me this campaign; 
And fafely hope to- quit the dnadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and fleep behind my wield j 
Unlefs dire Codrus routes to the fray 
In all his might, and- damns roe— for a day. 

As turns a flock of geefe, and, on the green,. 
Poke outSheir foolifi* necks in awkward fpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage I) to bi/s, not bite, 
$a war their quills, when Jons of duhufs wrke. 



AN 



A N E J P I « T L £ ' 

v ) iT^ ,4 /- '. rr " • :t a r. . 

TJJE IRIGHT HdN. 8IR ROBERT WAL!><M3£ 
B Y MR. D.a D DIN GTON, 

, v AVr6RWARDS LO'R^ MfcLCOMfcB.' 

w — Qua ceirf* Amicuhis,'tit fi : 

• - « C*ctfs' her monftrare -vclit *-?* ftcffc. 

v 

rr}&OUGH ftroagth of genius, by experience taught, 
X Gives thee to fpund thgdepths of human thought, 
To trace the various workings of the mind, 
And rule the iecret fpvU#> that rule mankind j ■■ 
(Rare gift !) yet, Waipele, wilt thou condefce»4. 
To liften, if thy unexperjeae'd. friend 
Can aught of ufis jmpatt, v the«gh. void of ikUl» 
And win attention -fy lincere good- will ; . 
For frkad4up»-4bm?tim$w wa*t of parte- fupplk;. 
The- beart may V^rtiifa wfcafi the- head denies, . 

As wfen^hc j»pidlRh0fie,i6 , er fwelliag tides. 
To gwe okL0c*a^'sc4<afti^i0i*iaLmph ridesv 
Though fiifih his.frur^,i^:drww,'fl ttauftiKLfpringt, 
Nor ffOfftf ^,rrJi)ut«^^,6e#H.-nval«t briB^s. . 

So thou^tt^oiw^^Mir^jtafikf^eble ray, 
Each daroft«£ meaiipgi yU&jrdirigbter day* 
Shalt like, or, wipers Ahpu^afift .not like* ejwrufc, » . • 
Since no meonjiiU^cAiftiaHrJre^tottetKeMuicv 
,.y^. III. P K# 
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No malice, -wrapt in truth's difguife, offend, * 
Nor flattery taint the freedom $f the friend 

When firft a generous mind furveys tfce great. 
And views the crowds that on their fortune wait j 
PteasM with the Jhow (though little *n4erfta<K& 
.' He only feeks the power, to do the good ; 
Thinks, till he tries, 'tis godlike to dtfpofe, 
And gratitude ftttl Jpnngg, where bounty (bws j 
That every grant fmcere affection wins. 
And where our wants hajft egg, qur k>Y£.bcgins s 
But tfcofe whojqnjg the patt** *>£ 4a|e harc trod, 
Learn front the clamours of the murmuring crowd, 
Which crammed, yet craving 4bfl, their £ate« tatfege, 
*Tis eaner: far to give* than to oblige. 

This of thy conducl te the -nieeft jftrt, 
The chie£f>erfe&ioit of the feftefman't art, 
To give to fair aflent a fairer -face, 
Or foften a refufal into grace t 
But few these are that sail be truly kind, 
Or know to fix their favour* on the mind % 
Hence, ferae, whenever they would oblige, cflfend, 
And while they make (he fortune, loft the friend,; 
Still give, unthank'dj fifth fijoandcr, not beftewf 
For great men vsantaot, what to- give, but bow. 

The race of men tha^lbllew courts, ^ti*ww, 
Think all they get, *nd more tban aU> their due j 
. Still aft, but ne'er con&it their own defer** 
And meafum by their intpreftv not their partes 
From this mtykake £6 many men we fee, 
Put ill became tfes thing they wUM to be* 

. afcnce 
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Hence dtef Meat, and freih. demands arife, 
More power* more favour in the great man's eyes ; 
Allfeftlii «*»*> though none tie cau/eibfpe&s. 
But hate , their, paflron, for their own defect 5 
Such none c&n pleafe, but .who reforms their hearts, 
And, when he gives, them- places* gives them parts. 
. As thefe p'crpriae their worth, ib fure the great 
May fell their favour at too* dear a cate 5 
When merit pipe** yflfcile clamour is preferred, 
And long attachment wake among the herd 5 
When no diftin§um, whepe diflinftionr *s due, 
Marks ftc^nitjie many the iupcrior few; 
When ftrong c#feal qpniraina thenvto be juft, 
And makes them give at.lafiWbecauie they nraft ; 
What hopes tha^t men of real worth ihould prise, 
What n^her friendship gives, nor merit buys. r 

The man who jufcly o>r : the. whole pre&ks, 
His well-weigh'd chojc* with wife Affio&fan guides ; 
Knows w^en to gop with grace, and when advance, 
Nor give* through importunity or chance ; 
But thinks how Jfttle gratitude is.ow'd, 
When favours are extprfed, |»pt beitow'tL 

When, fafe on ihflce ourfeivfcs, vte fee the crowd 
Surround the great, importunate, and loud; 
Through fuch a tumult, -Jtis/no eafy taflc 
To drive the man of real, worth to aflti . . . . 
Surrounde^HuSjjand giddy with.theihow, > 
*Tis hard for great men, rightly toxhcfoasr j 
From henjeejp few are flcnTd, intaitherca/e, - 
To adk with, dignity* orgive with grace. . 

P 2 Sometimes 
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Sometime? the great, ftduc-'d by love of parts, 
Con/ult our genius, and negle& owr hearts $ 
Pleas'd with the glittering fparks thdt genius flings, 
They lift us, towering on their eagle's wings. 
Mack out the flights by which themielves begun. 
And teach .ouc daszled<eye**o bear the fun $ 
Till we forget the hand that made -us great, 
And grow to envy, not- to emulate i - 
To emulate, a generotre warmth implies, 
To reach the virtues, that make-great men fiiej 
But envy wears a mean malignant flee, 
And aims not at their virtue*— but their place. 

Such to. oblige, how vain is the pretenee t 
When every -favour is a freih offence, 
By whjch Aiperior^oweris fhll implyM, - - •• 
And, while it 'helps their fortune, hurts thejr pride. 
Slight is the hate, negleft or hardships breed ; 
But thofe who hate from envy",' hate indeed. 

" Since ib perphex'd the choice, whom fliaH we trnft?" 
Methinks I hqar thee cry —The brave and pift ; 
The man by no mean fears or hopes cTrntroPd, 
Who ferves thee from affe&ion, not for' gold. 

We How the honeft, and efteem thelbrave, 
Defpife the coxcomb, but deteft the knave j 
No mew of parts the truly *wHe AriuccV : 
To diink that knaves can be of real ufe. 

The man, who contradicVtbe pitblfc voice, 
And ftrives to dignify * worthfcfs choice. 
Attempts a talk-that on nhat choice reflects, 
And lends us light to, point out new. defeiU. 

One 
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One. worthiefsminv that gains what he 'pretends, 
Difgufts a, thoufanil unpretending friends : ' 
And fince no apt can make a counterpaiV 
Or add -the weight ■ of gold to mimic brail, 
When princes to bad ore their image join, 
*1They mqre debafcth^amp, than raife the coin. 

Be thrine the care, true merit to reward, > 

Andt'gain the good-^nor will that taflc be hard 5 
Souls form'd alike fo quick by nature blend, 
An honeft man is more than half thy friend. 

Him, no mean views, or hafte to. rife, (hall fway, 
Thy choice to fully, or thy truft betray : 
Ambition, here, (hall at due diftance ftand ; 
Nor is wit dangerous in an honeft hand : 
Bafides, if failings at the bottom He, » 

We view thofe failings with a lover's eye ; 
Though, fmsll his genius, let him do his beft, 
Our wiflies and belief fupply the reft* 
.* Let others barter fervile faith fox gold,. 
His friendship is not to be bought or. fold : 
Fierce opposition he, unmovM, (hall face, 
Modeft in. favour, daring in difgrace, 
To Aiare thy adverfe fate alone, pretend $ 
In power, a fervant ; out of power, a friend.' 
Here pour thy favours in an ample flood, " 
Indulge thy boundlefs thirft of doing good : 
Nor think that good to him alone confin'd $ 
Such to oblige, is to. oblige mankind. 

If thus thy mighty matter's fteps thou trace; 
The brave to cherifli, and the good to grace ; 

P 3 Long 
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III. 

But yfot trikerlioge **♦***# «*!*< graCT* 
Is, haughty genius^ftught to know it$ place j 
And, where worth Ifcines* its humbled enrft to bend*. 
With zeal devoted to that godlike end. 
When we difcern fa -rich a vein -of feafe* - 
Through the fmooth flow of pureft eloquence j • 
'Tis like the limpid ftreams of Tagus roll'd 
? er 'boundlefs wealth, cTtf Aiming beds of geftd.: 

But whence fo fininVd, fo refin'd a piece ? 
The tongue denies it to old' Rome and Greece ; • 
The Genius bids the moderns doubt their claim>. 
And ilowijr take poffemon of' the fame.' 
But I nor know, nor care by whom 'twas writ, , 
Enough for me that 'tis from human wit, 
That fooths my pride : all glory in the pen 
Whkhshas done honour to the- race of men. . 

: v. 

But this have others done j a like applaufe 
An ancient. and a-* modern Horace draws. 
But they to 'glory by degrees arofe, 
Meridian luftre you, at once, difclofe. 
*Tis continence of mind, unknown before, . 
To write fo well, and yet to write no more. 
More bright renown can human nature claim, , 
Than4o deferve, and fly immortal fame ? 

VR Next 
* Boileau. 



r •- 



THE oWfe-MA^S^ftEftA'PSE. *i? 

Vfv 

Nexttd rifelgotftflte ^ile- ctf siting wtjll, ">• 

Is on tfiatflraife' wltfi jtmr d<*KgbHb* dwell. 
0, for Ifoiric^Godiiiy drodpirig fowl tbraife ! ' 
That I might iiiifta*-,' « wcfl £s pramV;* ' ' *' "'" '^ 
For all 'commend^ ev'ii foes ydtir'feme eorifefS •' . ' ! r 
Nor would Augultus* age? have 'pri^oTft fefsr ; 
An age, wfiich iatiPndrhe] d itfe fctfcte fo long, 
But for m wan* 6f fo 'compleal! *-fth%. - • " ,1 ri ' '* 

VII. 
A golden period (hall from you commence: 
Peace /hall be (ign'dV twixt wit and manly fenfe j. 
Whether your genius* or your rank they view, 
The"Mufes find their Halifax in you. 
Like him fucceed! nor think my zeal is (hewn 
For you $ 'tis Britain's intereft, not your own : 
For lofty (tations are but golden fnares-, 
Which tempt the great to fall in love with cares,. 

VIII. 

A I would proceed, but age has chill'd my vein, 
'Twas a (hort fever, and I'm cool again. 
Though life I hate, methinks I could renew 
Its taftelefs, painful courfe, to fing of you. 
When fuch the fubje&, who mail curb his flight ? 
When fuch your genius, who (hall dare to write ? 
In pure refpe&, I give my rhyming o'er, 
And, to commend .you moll, commend no more. 

IX. Adieu*, 
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IX. 

Adieu, whoe'er thou «rt I on death's p*J# ceaft 
Ere long III talk thee o'er with Diyden's fljhoi£ | 
The bard will fmile. A iaft, a long farewell! 
Henceforth I hide, me in any dulky c$l| ... 
There wait the friendly ftroloe that &t*me fxec, 
And think of immortality and thee — 
My ftrains are number'dby the tuneful Nine* 
Each maid preients nee thanks* and all prefept dice 
mine* 
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VERSES SENT BY LORD MELCOMBE 
TO DOCTOR YOUNG, 

NOT LONG BEFORE HIS LORDSHIP'S DEATH*. 

KIND companion of my youth, 
Lov'd for genius, worth, and truth ! 
Take what friendflup can impart, 
Tribute of a feeling heart ; 
Take the Mufe's lateft fpark, 
Ere we drop into the dark. 
He/ w ^o parts and virtue gave, 
Bad Thee look beyond the grave c 
Genius (bars, and Virtue guides j 
Above, the love of God prefides. 
There 's a gulph 'twixt us and God j 
Let the gloomy path be trod : 
'Why ftand miming on the fliore ? 
Why not boldly venture o'er ? 
Where unerring Virtue guides, 
Let us have the winds and tides : 
Safe, through feas of doubts and fears, 
Rides the bark which Virtue fleers. 

• " A Poetical Epiftle from the late Lord Mel- 
M combe to the Earl of Bute, with corrections by the 
« Author of the Night Thoughts," was publiihed in 
4to. 1776. 
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I. THE BRITISH SAILORS EXULTATION. 
H. HIS PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT. 
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MY Mufe, a bird of paffage, fljes 
Prom frozen climes to milder Ikies; 
tProm cUUling hlafts fhe feeksthy chearing beam, 
A beam of favour, here deny*d 3 
Cenfcious of faults, her *blumSng pride 
Hopes an afyium in fo great a name. 

n. 

# To dive full deep in antient days, 

The wtfi^'t ftrteat 4*e& t»^&> 
And monarch* aggrandise j— the glory, Thine; 

Thine k-.fhe dretma, how <venown'&4 
«*Thine, Epic's loftier trump to found $— 
But let Arion's fea-£nmg harp be Mine? 

III. 
But where 's his dolphin t 'Know'ft thou, where **— 
May that be foupd in T^pc, Volt*** I 
Save thou ftpm hanp ray pl**ng* intp tfct w^ye 1 . 
How will thy name Uluftrious wile 
v My finding fong ! Mtre ***-/*/ layt, . 
5p patroniz'b* ate ce&ued from the grave* 1 

IV. « Tell; 

• Annals of the Emperor Charles XII. lewis XIV. 
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IV. 

r^'jeljmiy for'fO 110 * 1 * #K>3oufrfs mfTmik? 
" What ftranger ftray'd from yonder iflc !**— 

No ftranger, Sir ! -thouglDbotn in foreign climes j 
On Dorfet downs, when Milton's page, 
Witfc Sin aiid tivatb,. provd£d fliy rage, 

'Thy rage provok'd, <wbo footh'd with gentle rhymes* 

% V * 

Who kindly coiicfrd thy cenfure's eye,,, ^ ». 

And.gave thee clearly to defcry , , * 

•Sound v judgment giving law to fancy ftrong ? 

Who half incIinM tftee to confefs, . 

Nor could thy modefty do left, , , 
That Milton's blindnefs lay not in his fong ? 

■... -.J 1 ? ...•.-...••. 

But fuch debate* lo&g $904 ?& itaftfe*. • 
For ever fet. the fund *lutt Atone ..; . 

On airy paftimevere our brows were.grtyi 

How ihortly ; ihaU«wefTBath-forget, . ... .$. 

To thee mynjfct^fl } m.J&h «.v - ... • • 
And thou to thine for Pru^Jas golden key. 

The preftH^tyolffi^nata^L-ot id vr\ .; :- 

Fuk-ibtm itaiffl^'tf ll^ite?*** ' •■ 
■.full fooh the wJde^iWfi€atthidftn«el^e^nii " ' 

The fr*own*4te ftfb«vrf*f 'thfe^rtot *<■ " ■ ' 
Hrgh-flu^^4|i<M^«rtct^iteJdetet^ *u .." -. 
Gallic gaiety, and Britifli fpleen. 
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■vin. 

Ye wingM, ye rapid moments! fat/:-* 

Oh friend ! as deaf as rapid, they ; 
Xife's little -drama dent, the curtain falls U— 

Deft thou not hear it ? I can hear, 

Though nothing ftrikes the littering ear.* 
Time groans his laft I Eternal loudly calls ! 

Nor calls in vain \ tike call injfpuvs 

Far •&* cturfeU and defires, 
Than one* jifevaii'di we fad oa higher ground $ 

What foca* we Ac 1~-Exafod aia I 

With ardours «nv, our fpmt« flame ; 
Ambition Weft i with nope ikmJkmHls wwn'l* 
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A SEA-PIE C E. 

ODE THE FIRST. 
THE BRITISH SAILOR'S EXULTATION. 



IN lofty founds let tfcofe delight 
Who brave the foe, but fear the fight ; 
And* bold in word, of arms decline t}ie ftroke x 
*Tis mean to boaft ; but great to lend 
To foes, the counfel of a friend, 
And warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 

II, 

From whence arife thefe loud alarms ? 

Why gleams the fiuth with brandifli'd arms ? 
War, bath'd in blood, from curft ambition fprings : 

Ambition ! mean, ignoble pride ! 

Perhaps their ardours may fubfide, 
When weighed the wonders Britain's failor fings. 

m. 

Hear, and revere.— At Britain'* nod, 
From each enchanted grove and wood 

Haftes the huge oak, or Jhadelefs foreft leaves; 
The mountain pines aflume new forms, 
Spread canvas-wings, and fly through ftorms, 

And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 
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IV, 

She nods again t the labouring eartk 

Diiclofes a tremendous birth j 
In fmoaking rivers runs her molten ore j 

Thence monfters of enormous fize, 

And hideous afpe&, threatening rife, 
Flame from the deck, from trembling baftions roar. 

y. 

Thefe minifters of fate fulfil,. 
On empires wide, an iJlaruVs will, 
"When thrones unjuft wake vengeance : know, ye powers! 
, In fudden night, and ponderous balls, 
And floods of flame, the tempeft falls, 
When brav'd Britannia's awful fenate lowers. 
VI. 
In her # grand council (he furveys, 
In patriot picture, what may raife, 
Of infolent attempts, a warm difdain ; 

From hope's triumphant (utnmit thrown, 
Like darted lightning, fwiftly down 
The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain. 
VII. 
Britannia (heaths her courage keen, 
And fpares her nitrous magazine 5 
Her cannon dumber, till the proud afpire, 

And leave all law below them j then they blaze I 
They thunder from refounding feas, 
Touch *d by their injur'd matter's foul of fire. 

Qji YIII. The* 

* Houfe of Lords. 
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Then furicft'rift 1 itkt bktfe raws ! 

And rends the fkies ! and warms the ' 
And calls m tempeftironi the ^peaceful deep, 

In fpite of nature, 4pfce of Jove, 

.While all-ifei-ene, timd h*iuV4*be*e, 
Tunttttuttie winds in a**nre <chambers fleep. 

IX. 

Athoufand deaths fhe burtting-bonib 
Hurls from her difembowerd womb j 

Chain'd, glowing globes, in dread alliance join's, 
Red-wingM by ftrong, fulphureous Wafts, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and mafts $ 

And leave ling'd, naked, blood-drown'd, decks "behind* 

X. 

Dwarf laurels rife in tented fields ^ 

The wreath immortal ocean yields ; 
There war's whole fting is flxot, whole fire h (peat, 

Whole glory blooms : how pale, how tame. 

How lambent is Bellona's flame $ 
How her ftomns languish on the continent ! 

XI. 
I£rom the dread front of*mrtuntmwr 
Lefs terror frown*d$ her-fcyfhetf car, 
Her eaftled elegant, and battering beam, 
Stoop to thofe engines which -deny 
Superior terrors to the iky, 
And boflft their clouds, thdr tkuader, and their flame. 
S XU. The 
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XII. 
Tbq flam*, the tfcunder^ and the cfouA 
The night by day r the fea o£ blood, 
Hofts whirl'd in aify tfee yeU of linking throngs> 
The gravelefs deadj an ocean warm'd* 
A firmament by mortals ftorm'd, 
To patient Britain's angry brow belongs*. 
XIII. 

Or <fe 1 4«e*ft? .0* <ta I nm * 
Or fa * Vttaft'% tarty w* 

Where Jove'* ted bo^tf th^ giant brothers franfce? 

Thofe foartby gyd* «£ /a*/ and Aotf* 

Loud peala on «»oun*ai>a anvils bea^ 
And panting ttwpefc row* the roaring Jfrmje* 
XIV. 

Ye fons of .ffitna 1 hear my call.; 

Unfinifh'd let thofe baubles fell, 
Yon ihield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Your ftrokes fufpend, ye Brawny throng !- 

ChamiM by the magic of my fong, 
Prop the feign'd thunder, and attempt die true. 
. XV. 

Begin : * and firft take rapid flight, 

Fierce flame, and clouds ©f thickeft m^ht^ 
And gbaftly terror, paler than the dead ; 

Then borrow from the north his roar, 

Mix groans, and deaths-, one phial pour 
Of wrong'd Britannia's wrath i and it is made; 
Gaul ftarts and tnmblesj-^at your dreadfuj trade. 

CL3 ODE 

• Alluding to Virgil's Dcfcription of Thundei , 



ODE THE SECOND: 

IN WHICH IS 
THE SAILOR'S PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMEM 



I. 

SO form'd the bolt, ordain'd to break 
Gaul's haughty plan, and Bourbon ibaie; 
If Britain's crimes fupport not Britain's foes, 

And edge their fwords : O power divine ! 
If bleft by Thee the bold defign, 
Embattled hofts a fingk arm overthrows. 

n. 

Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
In Britain's caufe, by fame enrolled 

Jn deathlefs annal ! deathlefs deeds infpire j 
From oozy beds, for Britain's fake, 
Awake, illuftrious chiefs! awake j 

And kindle in your fons paternal fire. 

III. 

The day commiflion'd from above, 
' Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove, 

If war's full lhock too feeble to fuftainj 

Or firm to ftand its final blow, i 

When vital ftreams of blood fhall flow, i 

And turn to crimfon the diftolour'd main j I 

IV, That 
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IV. 

That day 's arriv'd, that fetal hour I— 

« Hear us, O hear, Almighty Power I 
** Our guide in counfel, and our ftrcngth in fight! 

" Now war's important die is thrown, 

" If left the day to man alone, 
«« How blind is wifdom, and how weak is might ! 

V. 

" Let proftrate hearts, and awful fear, 
" And deep remorfe, and fighs fincere 

c/ For Britain's guilt, the wrath divine appeafe ; 
" A wrath, more formidable far 
" Than angry nature's wafteful war, 

* c The whirl of tempefts, and the roar of feas. 
VI. 
«« From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 
« To Thee, at nature's helm on high ! 

* € Steer thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence ! 
" To Thee for fuccour we refort j 
" Thy favour is our only port ; 

** Our only rock of fafety, thy defence. 

VII. 

" O Thou, to whom the lions roar, 

" And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
** Thy throne our burfts of cannon loud invoke : 

<€ Thou canft arreft the flying ball 5 

" Or fend it back and bid it fall 
*« On thofe, from whofe proud deck the thunder broke^ 

' Q^4 VIII. " Britain, 
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VHI. 

" Britain in tsmi extend her eare 

" To climes * remote, for aids in war; I 

M StUl farther rauft it ftretch to enim the foe; 
" There 's one alliance, one alone, 
" Can crown her arms, or fix her throne j 

« And that alliance it not found below. 

" Ally Supreme' we turn to Thee; 
* " We learn obedience from the fea ; 

" With f**s, an4 wind*, henceforth, thy laws falfi: 
" 'Tis Thine our Wood to freest, ox warm; 
" To rouse, or hum, the martial ftorm j 
" And turn the tide of conqueft, at thy will. 

X. 

" 'Tis Thine to beam fublime renown* 
"Or quench the glories of a crown j 

« 'Tis Thine to doom, 'tis Thine from death to free 
" To turn afide hi$ level'd dart, 
" Or pluck it from the bleeding heart:— 

« There we caft anchor, we confide in Thee. 

XI. 
" Thou, who haft taught the mrtb to roar,. 
" And (beaming f lights nocturnal pour 
t* Of frightful aipeft ! when proud foes invade, 
" Their Mailed pride with dread* to ftiae, 
** Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, Maze$ 
« And George depute to thunder in thy ftead. 

XII. « Tb 
r * Ruffia. \ Aurora Borealis. 
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XII. 
•* The right alone is bold and ftrongj 
u Black, hoveling clouds appall the 'wrong 

" With dread of vengeance: nature? s awful fire I 

" Lefc than one moment fhouldft Thou, frown*. 
" Where is puiffance and renown ? 

«« Thrones tremble, empires fink, ox worlds expire. 
XIII. 
« Let George the juft chaftife the vain-: 
«* Thou, who durft curb the rebel main, 

«* To mount the fliore when boiling billows rave t 
" Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
" The boundlefs fwell of Gallic pride j 

" And check ambition's overwhelming; wave*. 
XIV. 
" And when (all milder means withftood} 
" Ambition, tam'd by lofs of blood, 

u Regains herreafon; then, on angels wings, 
i( Let peace defcend, and ihouting greet, 
" With peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 

«* How richly freighted ! It, triumphant, brings: 

« The poife of kingdom*, and the fate of kings/* 
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IMPERIUM PELAGI. 
AVAL LYRIC K: 

w 7:- WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF 

"' I N D A R'S SPIRIT. 

• *Ak ^fioned by His Majesty's return, Sept. 17*9* 
and the fucceeding Peace. 
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'* u M± " QiL em fop** notas aluere ripas, 
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'p ut PlKO. 

- u Ab ** ^ onc ' nes l&tofque dies, & urbis 
»tl * Publicum ludum, fuper impetrato 

l*i< fortis Augvsti reditu." Ho*» 
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PREFACE, 

AV'itoAmc^cminaformilabk found; but there k 
nothing formidable in >the true wftnre of it ; of 
^whtch (with utmoft fobmifltoa) I conceive the critic* 
have hitherto entertained a falfe idea. Pindar w as na- 
tural as Anacrcon, though not 4b fitmMiar. As a fixt 
ffcar is as much in the bounds of nature, as a flower *f 
-the field* though loft obvious, and of greater .dignity. 
This is not the received notion of Pindar ; I mall there- 
fore y*w Alport at huge that tiint which is now given. 

Trade is a very nokk ftbjtcl: in itself $ move proper 
than any for an Ec&limmanj aiHlpaitkroiacly > /r*/jtfaMp 
at 4his jun&ure. 

We have more flpecimens *f ;got>d nvritixg in every 
-province, them in 4he fublime-, tour two fs*»us J£wr 
Jtearr excepted. I was *viHing <to jnake an attempt 
-where 4 had &weft rivals. 

If, on Heading this Ode, any^iasi has a fiiller idea 
of the xedh»tosdk$'Wfi)ffible giwyref -his country, than 
before; or a stronger empr^fim finom »h, «r a warmer 
.concern for it, I give up to the critic any farther repu- 
tation. 

We have many copies and tranjlationsthztp^ for 
•originals. This Ode I humbly conceive is an original, 
'though it profefles imitation. No man can be like Pin- 
dar, by imitating any of his particular works ; any 
than like Raphael, by copying the cartoons, 

/The 
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The genius and fpirit of fuch great men muft be col- 
lected from the whole j and when thus we are poflefled 
of it, we muft exert its energy in fubjeSis and dejtgns 
of our own. Nothing is fo unpindarical as following 
Pindar on the foot. Pindar is an original, and he nnrit 
befo too, who would be like Pindar in that which is hit 
greateft praife. Nothing fo unlike as a clofe copy, and 
a noble original. 

As for lengthy Pindar has an unbroken Ode of fix 
hundred lines. Nothing is long or fliort in writing) 
but relatively to the demand of the febject, and the 
manner -of treating it. ' A diftich may be long, and a 
folio Jbort, However, I have broken this Ode into 
Strains, each of which may be considered as a ieparate 
Ode if you plcaie. . And if the variety and fuJktcfs of 
matter be confidered, I am rather apprehennVe of dan-- 
ger from brevity in this Ode, than from length. But 
lank writing is what I think ought moft to be declined) 
if for nothing elfe, for our plenty of it. 

The Ode is the moft fpirited kind of poetry, and the 
Pindaric is the moft fpirited kind of Od»\ this I fpeak 
at my own very great peril i but truth has an eternaf 
title to our confemon, though we are fure to fuftr by 
it. . 
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THE MERCHANT. 

ODE THE FIRST. 
ON THE BRITISH TRADE AND NAVIGATION. 

T O 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF CHANDOS. 

irXaTf mi warroQtf Xnyliw 
avt hrl flffoV^c* 
tiror iuxXfa T'av- 

-h utr/Aiivt > PrKD. Nem. Od« VI« 



THE PRELUDE. 

The Proportion. An Addrefs to the veflel that 
brought over the King. Who would fing on this 
occahon. .A Pindaric boaft. 



FA S T *y -theyirrg* my limbs are fpread % 
The «tf<v«/ oak nods o'er my head 5 
The winds are loud $ the waves tumultuous roll ? 
Ye wind* ! indulge your rage ao more 4 
Ye founding billows ! ceafe to roar 5 
The God descends 3 and transports warm my foul. 

II. 
The wares are huih'd 3 4he winds are fpent !— 
This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, . . 
1 celebrate in fong— Fam'd Ifle ! no lefs, 
By- Natures favour, frommanJund, , 
Than by the foaming fea, disjoint $ 
Along in blift ! .an ijle, in happ inefs ! 

4 III. Though 
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in. 

Though Fate ftnd Time hartdatnp'diny ftrains, 

Though youth no longer fires my veins* 
Though (low their ftrearas in this cold climate sun; 

The royal eye di^els my cares, 

Recals the warmth of blooming years, 
.'Returning George fupplies the diftant fun. 
IV. 

Away, my foul ! fahrte the * Pme, 

That glads the heart of Caroline, 
i Its grand depofit faithful to reftore ; 

Salute the bark thatae 1 ^ Audi hold 
So rich a freight in gem* or gold* 
r And loaded from both Indies would be jpoor.. 

V. 

My foul ! to thee, fie fpreads her fails j ' 
Their bofoms fill with lacred gales 5 
With ioipiratiott from the godfoatl wato 5 
Now bemnd for «n etmml dime, 
O £nd her down the tide of Tim, 
SnatchUfDom «*#«*«*, and Jeeost fromjfen*. 

VL 

Or teach tifo flag, Ifte i&arto feat, 
Which Gods of old and Heroes bore 5 
uBid her a BritHh eonfteRation rife-** 

The iea nie fcorn* ; and, mrw, flraS bouiul 
On lofty Riffows «f fWeet fotmd, 
Jam her pilot, and her port the /fcfer / 

*WL ban 
*♦ -Tfw/wflct«to^»otjght *nr Ac King. 
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VII. 
"Dare you to fing, ye tinkling train > 
Silence, ye wretched! yeprophane! 
Who (hackle profe, and boaft of abfent Gods; 
Who murder thought, and numbers maim, 
Who write Pindarics Cold and lame, 
And labour ftiff Anacreontic Odes. 

VIII. 
Ye lawful Sons of Genius rife t 
Of genuine title to the ikies 5 . 
Ye founts of Learning ! and ye mints of Famel 
You, who fil* off the mortal part 
Of glowing thought, with Attick art, 
'• And drink pure fong from Cam's or InY ftream* 

IX. 

' I glow, I burn ! the numbers pure, 

High-flavour'd, delicate, mature, 
^Spontaneous ftream from my unlabourM breaft, 
As, when full-ripen'd teems the vine, 
The generous burfts of willing wine 

* DiftU ne&areous from the grape unfreft. 
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STRAIN THE FIRST. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

How the King attended. A profpeft of happinefs. 
Jnduftry. A furprizing inftance of it in old Rome. 
The mifchief oiflotb. What happinefs is. Sbtb'ta 
greateft enemy. Trade natural to Britain. Trade 
invoked. Defcribed. What the gfeateft human ex- 
cellence. The praife of wealth. Its ufe, • abufe, 
end. The 'variety of nature. The final moral 
caufe of it. Tne benefit of man's neceffities. 
Britain's naval ftores* She makes ail Nature 
ferviceable to her ends. Of rea/on. Its excellent. 
How we mould form our eJH&ate of things. 
KeaforCs difficult talk. Why the firft glory her*. 
Her effefts in old Britain. 

I. 

• " OUR Monarch comes ! nor comes alone !** 

What mining forms furround his throne, 
O Sun 1 as planets thee !— To my loud drain 
See Peace, by Wifdom led, advance j 
The Grace, the Mufe, the Seafon, dance $ 
And Plenty fpreads behind her flowing train ! 
II. 
" Our Monarch comes t nor comes alone :" 
New glories kindle round his throne, 
The vifions rife ! I triumph as I gaze : 
By Pindar led, I turn'd of late 
The volume dark, the folds of Fate; 
find, now, am prefent to the future blaze. 

III. Bf 
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III. 

By George and Jove it is decreed, 

The mighty months in pomp proceed^ 
Fair daughters of the fun !— -O thou divine, 

Bleftlnduftry! a fmiling earth 

From thee alone derives its birth : 
By thee tjje ploughihare and its mafter wine. 
IV. 

From thee, mafl, cable* anchor ', oar, 

From thee the cannon and his roar 5 
On oah nutf, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire grows . 

O golden Fruit ! oak well might prove ' 

The facred tree, the tree of Jove j 
All Jove can give, the naval oak beftows. 

V. 

What cannot Induftry compleat } 

When Punick war firft flamed, the great, 
Bold, aflive, ardent, Roman fathers meet : 

" Fell all your groves/' a Flamen cries j 

As foon they fall j as foon they rife $ 
One moon, zforefl, and the next, a fleet. 

VI. 

Uflotb indulgence ? 'Tis a toil 5 

Enervates man, and damns the foil ; 
Defeats creation, plunges in diftrefs, 

Cankers our being, all devours j 

A full exertion of our powers I 
Tbwt, and thence only, glows our happinefs. 

R 2 VII. Tfce 



244 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

VII. . 

The ftream may ftagnate, yet be clear, 
The fun fufpend his fwi ft career, 
Yet healthy Nature feeLher wonted force ; 
Ere man, his aclive fprings refign'd, 
Can ruft in body and in mind, 

Yet tafte of blifs, of which he choaks the fource. 

j 
VIII. 

Where, Induftry !• thy daughter fair? 

Recal her to her native air ; 
Here, was Trade born, here bred, here flourifliM longs 

And ever fliall me flourifli here : 

What though flie languiftfd ? 'twas hxitfear* 
She *s found of heart j her conftitution ftrong. 

IX. 

Wake, fting her up. Trade ! lean no more 

On thy fixt anchor, pufli from more, 
Earth lies before thee, every climate court. 

And, fee, me 's rous'd, abfolv'd from fears, 

Her brow, in cloudlefs azure, rears, 
Spreads all her fail, and open* every port. 

X. 

See, cherifh'd by .her fifter, Peace, 

She levies gain on every place, 
Religion, habit, cuftora, tongue,, and name 1 

Again, ihe travels with the fun, 

Again, ihe draws a golden zone 
Round earth and main $ bright zone of wealth and fame i 

XI. Ten 
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XL 

Ten thoufand a&ive hands, that hung 
In fhameful floth with nerves unftrung, 

The nations languid load, defy the ftorms, 
The meets unfurl, and anchors weigh, 
% TKe long-raoor'd veflel wing to fea, 

Worlds, worlds falute, and peopled ocean fwarms. 

XII. 
His fons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 
Their fedgy foreheads lift, and fmile ; 

Their urns inverted prodigally pour 

Streams, charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 
Britannia for their great ally, , , 

With climes paid down j what can the gods do more f* 

4 XIII. 

Cold Ruflia coftly furs from far, 

Hot China fends her painted jar, 
France generous wines to crown it, Arab fweet 

With gales of incenfe fwells our fails, 

Nor diitant Ind our merchant fails, 
Her richeft ore the ballafi of our fleet. 

XIV. 

Luxuriant ifle! What tide that flows. 

Or ftream that glides, or wind that blows, 
Or genial fun that (hines, or mower that pours, 

But flows, glides, breathes, ihines, pours for thee > 

How every heart dilates to fee 
Each land's each leafon blending on thy mores ! 

R 3 XV. All 
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XV. 

All thcfc one Britiih harveft make ! 

The fervant Ocean for thy fake 
Both finks and fwells : his arms thy bofom wrap, 

And fondly give, in boundlefs dower, 

To mighty George's growing jxwer, 
The wafted world into thy loaded lap. 

XVI. 

Commerce brings riches, riches crown . 

Fair Virtue with the firft renown :' 
A large revenue, and a large exfence, 

When hearts for others welfare glow, 

And fpend as free as gods beftow, 
Gives the full bloom to mortal excellence. 

XVII. 

Glow then my breaft ! abound my ftore.C 

This, and this boldly, I implore, * 
Their want and apathy let Stoicks boaft : 

Paffions and riches, good or ill, 

As us'd by man, demand our (kill ; 
All bleflings wound us, when discretion 's loft. 

XVIII. 

I 
Wealth, in the virtuous and the wife, \ 

'Tis vice and folly to defpife : 
Let thofe in praife of poverty refine, 

Whofe heads or hearts pervert its ufe, 

The narrow-fouled, or the frofufe, 
The truly -great find morals in the mine ; 

XIX. Happy 
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XIX. 

Happy the man ! who, large of heart, 

Has learnt the rare, illuftrious art 
Of being rich : ftores ftarme us, or they cloy \ 

From gold) if more than cbemic (kill, 

Extract not what is brighter ftill : 
*Tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. 

x XX. 

Plenty** a means, and joy her ends . 

Exalted minds their joys extend: 
A Chandos mines, whe»» others' joys are done: 

As lofty turrets, by their height, 

When humbler fcenes refign their light, 
Retain the rays of the declining fun. 

XXI. 

Pregnant with blefiings, Britain ! fwear 

Ho fordid fon of thine mall dare 

Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace ; 

* Who now his whole creation drains 

To pour into thy tumid veins 
That blood of nations ! commerce and increafe. 

XXII. 
How various Nature / turgid grain 
Here nodding floats the golden plain 5 
There, "worms weave filken webs 5 here, glowing vines 
Lay forth their purple to the fun, 
Beneath the foil, there harvefts run, 
And kings' revenues ripen in the mines. 

R 4. XXIII. What 
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XXIII, 

What *s 'various Nature ? Art divine 

Man's foul to foften and refine ; 
Heaven different growths to different lands imparts^ 

That all may ftand in need of all, 

And interefl draw around the ball, 
A net to catch and join all human hearts. 

XXIV. 

Thus has the great Creators pen 

His tewfupreme 9 to. mortal men, * * 
In their nccejjities diftin&ly writ: # * 

Ev'n appetite fupplies the place 

Of abfent virtue, abfent grace, 
And human want performs for human wit* 

XXV. 

Vaft naval enfigns ftrow'd around 

The wondering foreigner confound \ 
How ftand s the deep-aw'd continent aghaft > 

As her proud fcepter*d fons furvey, 

At every port, on every quay, 
Huge mountains rife, of cable, anchor, maft > 

XXVI. 

TR* unwieldy tun ! the ponderous bale f— 
Each prince his own clime fet to fale 

Sees here, by fubjecls of a Britifh king t 

How earth 's abridgM I all nations range 
A narrow fpot, our throng'd Exchange ! 

And fend the ftreams of plenty from their fpring. 

XXVII. Nor 
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XXVII. 

Nor earth alone, all Nature bends 

In aid to Britain's glorious ends : 
Toils fhe in trade ? or bleeds in honeft wars ? 

Her keel each yielding^ enthrals, 

Each willing wind her canvas calls, 
Her pilot into fervice lifts the ftars. 

XXVIII. 

In fize confin'd, and humbly raa4e, 
What though we creep beneath the made, 

And feerfi as emmets on this point, the ball r 
Heaven lighted-up the human foul, 
Heaven bid its rays tranfpierce the whole,. 

And, giving godlike Reafon, gave us AIL 

XXIX. 
Thou, golden chain 'twixt'God and men,, 
Bleft Reafon ! guide my life and pen j 

All ills, like ghofts, fly trembling at thy light s 
Who thee obeys, reigns over all j 
Smiles, though the ftars around him fall j. 

A God is nought but Reafon Infinite* 

XXX. 

The man of Reafon is a God 

Who fcorns to ftqop to Fortune's nodj 

Sole Agent he beneath the fhining fphere, 
Others are pajive, are impell'd, 
Are frighten'd, flatter'd, funk, or fwell'd. 

As accident is pleas'd to domineer, 

XXXI. Our 
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XXXI. 

Our hopes and fears are much to blame ; 

Shall monarch s awe ? or crowns inflame ? 
From grofs miftake our idle tumult fprings j 

Thofe men the filly world difarm, 

Elude the dart, diflblve the charm, 
Who know the Render worth of men and things. 

XXXII. 

The frefent objeft, prefettt day, * 

Are idle phantoms, and away ; 
What *s &/?/«£ only does exift. Know 7^/j, 

Life, fame, friends, freedom,' empire, all, 

Peace, Commerce, Freedom, nobly fall 
To launch us on the flood of endlefs blifs. 

. XXXIII. 

How foreign thefe, though mofl in view ! 

Go, look your whole exiftence through 5 
Thence, form your rule 5 thence fix your eftimate, 

For fo the gods : but as the gains, 

How great the toil! 'Twill coft more pains, 
To vanquifh Folly, than reduce a State. 

XXXIV. 

Hence, Reafin ! tikitfirfl palm is thine, 
Old Britain learnt from thee to fhine. 

By thee, Trades fwarming throng, gay Freedom*! fmile, 
Armies, in war of fatal frown, 
Of peace the pride, Arts flowing down, 

Enrich, exalt, defend, inftruft our ifle. 

STRAIN 
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STRAIN THE SECOND. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Arts from Commerce. Why Britons would purfue it. 
What wealth includes. An Hiftorical digreuron 
which kind is moft frequent in Pindar. The wealth 
and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of her 
ruin. The caufe of it. Her crimes through all 
ranks and orders. Her "miferable fall. The neigh- 
bouringkings juft reflection on it. An awful image 
of the Divine Power and Vengeance. From 'what 
Tyre fell, and how deep her calamity. 



COMMERCE gives arts, as well as gain} 

By Commerce wafted o'er the main, 
They barbarous climes enlighten as they run j 

Arts, the rich traffick of the foul t « 

May travel, thus, from pole to pole, 
And gild the world with Learning's brighter fun. 

II. 

Commerce gives learning, 'virtue, gold / 

Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold, 
Inur'd to winds and feas ! left Gods repent : 

The Gods that thron'd you in the wave, 

And, as the tridenfs emblem, gave 
A triple realm, that awes the continent : 

III. And 
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III. 
And awes with wealth ; for wealth is power : 
When Jove defcends a golden fhower, 
'Tis navies, armies, empire, all, in one.-— 
View, emulate, outfliine old Tyre j 
In fcarlet rob*d, with gems on fire, 
Her merchants, princes ! every deck, a throne ! 

IV. 

She fate an emprefs 1 aw'd the flood ! 

Her ftable column Ocean trod ; 
She call!d the nations, and lhe call'd the JTras, 

By Both obey'd : the Syrian fings j 

The Cyprian's art her viol firings j 
Togarmagh's fteed along her valley neighs. 

V. 

The fir of Senir makes her floor, 

And Ba(han*s oak, trans foniTd, her oar ;. 
High Lebanon her maft ; far Dedan warms * 

Her mantled hoft; Arabia feeds ; 

Her fail of purple Egypt fpreads 5 
Arvad fends mariners j the Perfian, arms. 

VI. 

The world's laft limit bounds her fame j 

The golden city was her name I 
Thofe ftars on earth, the topaz, onyx, blaze 

Beneath her foot ; extent of coaft, 

And rich as Nile's, let others boaft 5 
Hers the far nobler harvejl of the feas. 

VII. O mtr- 
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VII. 

O merchant land I as Eden fair ! 

Antient of Empires ! Nature's care ! 
The ftrsngth of Ocean ! bead of Plenty's Springs ! 

The pride of Ifles ! In wars revered ! 

Mother of crafts ! lov'd I courted ! fear'd f 
Pilot of kingdoms t and fupport of kings 1 

VIII. 

Grtet mart of nations !— But flie fell : 

Her pampered fons revolt ! rebel ! 
Againft his favourite ifle loud roars the main ! 

The tempeft howls ! her fculptur'd dome 

Soon, the nvolfs refuge 5 dragon's home ! 
The land, one altar I a whole people, y&w/j / 

IX. 

The deftin'd day puts on her frown 5 

The fable hour is coming down : 
She 's on her march from yon Almighty throne ; . 

The Jhvord Znd Jform are in her hand ; 

She trumpets ftirill her dread command : 
Dark be the light of earth ! the boaft, unknown/ 

X. 

For, oh ! her fins as red as blood, 

As crimfon deep, outcry the flood 5 
The Queen of Trade is bought /once wife and juft, 

Now, venal is her council's tongue : 

How riot, violence, and wrong, 
Turn gold to drafs, her bloffom into dufi ! 

5 XI. To 
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XI. 
To things inglorious, far beneath 
Thofe high-born fouls they proudly breathe, 
Her fordid noble finks ! her mighty, bow ! 
Is it for this, the groves around 
Return the tabrefs fprightly found ? 
Is it for tbif, her great-ones tofs the brow ? 

XII. 
What burning feuds 'twixt brothers reign ! - 
To nuptials cold, how glows the vein, 

Confounding kindred, and mifleading right ? 
The fpurious lord it o'er the land I 
Bold Blafphemy dares make a ftand, 

Aflault the iky, and brandifh all her might : 

XIII. 
Tyre's artixan, fweet orator, 
Her merchant, fage, big man of war, 

Her judge, her prophet, nay her hoary beads, 
Whofe brows with ivifdom fhould be crown'd, 
Her very priefls in guilt abound : 

Hence, the world's cedar all her honours iheds. 
XIV. 
What death of truth I what thirft otgatil 
Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold 1 

Vthztyoutb unlettered 1 bafe ones lifted high I 
What public boafts ! what private views I 
What defert temples I crowded ftews 1 

What women /— pra&is'd but to rowl an eye 1 

4 XV. 01 
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XV. 

* O ! foul of heart, her faireft dames 

Decline the fun's intruding beams, 
To mad the midnight in their gloomy haunts ; 

Alas ! there is, who fees them there ; 

There is, who flatters not the fair, 
When cymbals tinkle, and the 'virgin chaunts. 

XVI. 

He fees, and thunders I— Nvw t in vain! 

The courfer paws, and foams the rein; 
And chariots ftream along the printed foil : 

In vain:! Her high, prefumptuous air 

In gorgeous veftments rich and rare, 
O'er her proud moulder throws the poor man's toil* 
XVII. 

In robes or gems, her coftly/aar, 

Green, frarlet, azure, mine, in vain! 
In vain ! their golden heads her turrets rear ; 

In vain 1 high-flavour' d foreign fruits, 

Sydonian oils, and Lydian lutes, 
.Glide o'er her tongue, and melt upon her ear. 
XVIII. 

In vain ! wines flow in various ftreams, 

With helm and fpear each pillar gleams j 
Damafcus, vain ) unfolds the glofly ftore j | 

The golden wedge from Ophir's coafts, 

From Arab incenfe vain, (he boafts, 
Vain are her gods, and vainly men adore. 

XIX. Bell 
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XIX. 

Bell falls ! the mighty Nebo bends ! 

The nations hifs ! her glory ends I 
To Jbips, her confidence ! ihe flies from foes; 

Foes meet her there : the wind, the wave, 

That once aid, ftrength, and grandeur gave, 
Plunge her in feas, from which her glory rofe. 
XX. 

Her ivory deck, embroider'd fail, 

And maft of cedar nought avail, 
Or pilot learn* d! She finks, nor finks alone 9 

Her Gods fink with her ! to the iky, 

Which never more fhall meet her eye, 
She fends her foul out in one dreadful groan* 

XXI. 

What though Co vaft her naval might, 

In her firft dawn'd the Britifh right ? 
&\\ flags abased her fea-dominion greet : 

What though me longer warr'd than Troy ? 

At length her foes that Ifle deftroy 
"Whofe conqueft failM, as far as fail'd her fleet, 

XXII. 

The kings Jhe cloath'd in purple fhake 
Their aweful brows : " O foul miftake \ 

"' O fatal pride ! (they cry) this, this is me, 
" Who faid — with my o<wn art and arm, 
" In the worlcPs wealth I wrap me warm"— 

Ajid fweird at heart, vain Emprefs of the Sea ! 

XXIII. « This, 
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XXIIL 
" This, This is the, who meanly foar'd : 
" Alas ! how loiv, to be adored, 

u And itile herfelf a God ! — Through ftorray wars 
" This Eagie-Ifle her thunder bore, 
" High-fed her young with human gore ; 

" And 'would have built her neft among the (bin* < 
XXIV. 
" But ah, frail man ! how impotent 
" To ftand Heaven's vengeance, or prevent! 

*' To turn afide the great Creator's aim ! 
" Shall I/land-kings with Him contend, 
" Who makes the Poles beneath him bend ? 

" And mall drink up the fea herfelf with flame? 

XXV. 

■*' Earth, JEther, Empyreum bow, 

" When from the brazen Mountain's brow 
kXt The God of Battles takes his mighty bow ; 

" Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 

" Puts on his vefture dipt in blood, 
u And marches out to fcourge the world below. 
XXVI. 

" Ah ! wretched Ifle, once call'd the great! 

" Ah ! wretched Ifle, and wife too late ! 
" The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out : 

€i Thy luxury, corruption, pride, 

te And freedom loft, the realms deride, 
4i Ador'd thee funding, o'er thy ruins fhout : 
Vol. III. S XXVII. « T« 
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xxvn, 

" To fcotirge with ivar, or peace beflonv, 

« Was thine, O fallen ! fallen low ! 
** % Tnvas thine, of jarring thrones to ftill debates s 

" How art thou fallen, down, down, down ! 

" Wide tvafie, and nigbt, and horror frown, 
c « Where Empire fam*d in gold, andbalanc'd ftates.* 
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STRAIN THE THIRD. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

An inference from this Hiitory. Advice to Britain. 
More proper to her than other Nations. How far 
the ftroke 1 of tyranny reaches. What fnpjjorts our 
endeavours. The unconfider *d benefits of liberty. 
Britain's obligation to purfue trade. Why above 
half the globe is fea. Britain's grandeur from her 
filiation* The <winds y the feas, the conftellations> 
defcribed. Sir Ifaa6 Newton's praife. Britain com- 
pared with other States. The Leviathan defcribed. 
Britain's fite, and ancient title to the feas. Who 
rivals her. Of Venice. Holland. Some defpife 
Trade as mean. Cenfured for it. Trade's glory. 
The late Czar. Solomon. A furprizing iaftance 
of magnificence. The merchant's dignity* Com- 
pared with men of letters. 

I. 

HENCE learn, as hearts are foul or pure, 

Our fortunes wither or endure : 
Nations may thrive, or peri/b by the wave. 

What ftorms from Jove's unwilling frown, 

A people's crimes folicit down ! 
Ocean *s the womb of riches, and v the grave. 
II. 

This Truth, O Britain ! ponder well ; 

Virtues fhould rife, as Fortunes fweH s 
What is large property ?— The fign of good, 

Of worth fuperior ; if 'tis fefs 9 

Another's treafure we Jx>ffefs, 
And charge the Gods with fa vcw miflfejhnv'd. 
1 ' S 2 III. Thi-. 
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III.. 

This council fuits Britannia's Ifle, 

Hijjh-flum'd with wealth, and Freedom's fmile s 
To vaftals prifon'd in the Continent, 

Who ftarve, at borne, on meager toil, 

And fuck to death their mother foil, 
'Twere ufelefs -caution, and a truth mif-fpent. 

IV. 

Fell Tyrants (hike beyond the bone, 

And wound the foul j bow Genius down, 
Lay Virtue wafte ! for worth, or arts, who ftrain* 

To throw them at a •monfter's foot ? 

'Tis. property fupports purfuit : 
Freedom gives eloquence j and Freedom, gain. 

y. 

She pours the thought, and forms the ftyle, 

She makes the blood and fpirits boil 5 
I feel her now / and roufe, and rife, and rave 

In Theban fong : O Mufe ! not thine, 

Verfe is gay Freedom's gift divine : 
The man that can think greatly, is no Have. 

VI. 
Others may traffick if they pleafe j 
Britain, fair daughter of the feas, 
Is born for trade $ to plough her field, the wave j 
And reap the growth of every coaft : 
A fpeck of land ! but let her boaft, 
Gods gave the world, when they the waters .gave. 

YII, Britain 1 
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VII. 

Britain ! behold tfie world's wide face $ 

Nor covered half withyo/zWfpace* • 
Three parts are fluid ; empire of the fea ! 

And why ? for Commerce. Ocean ftreams 

For that, through all his various names : 
And, if for Commerce, Ocean flows for Thee. t 

yin. 

Britain, like fome great potentate \ 

Of Eaftern clime, retires in ftate, 
Shuts out the nations 1 Would a Prince draw nigh ? 

He paiTes her ftrong guards, the waves, 

Of fervant winds admiflion craves, 
Her empire has no neighbour but the iky. 

IX. 

There are her friends ; foft Zephyr there, 

Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 
Rough Boreas burfting from the pole : all urge, 

And urge for her, their various toil ; 

The Cafpian, the broad Baltick boil, 
And into life the dead Paciflck fcourge. 

X. 

There are her friends, a marmal'd train : 

A golden hoft ! and azure plain ! 
By turns do duty, and by turns retreat : 

They may retreat, but not from her j 

The ftar that quits this hemifphere 
Muft quit the Ikies, to want a Britifh fleet. 

S 3 XI. Hyad, 
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XI. 

Hyad, for her, leans o'er her urn j 

For her, Orion's glories burn, 
The Pleiads gleam. For Britons fet and rife 

The fair-fac'd fons of Mazaroth, 

Near the deep chambers of the South, 
The raging Dog that fires the midnight flexes, 

XII. 

Thefe nations Newton made his own 5 

All intimate with him alone. 

His mighty foul did, like a giant, run 

, To the vaft volume's ckfing ftar \ 

Decypher'd every character : 
His reafon pour'd new light upon the fun. 

XIII. 

Let the proud brothers of the land 

Smile at our rock and barren ftrand, 
Not fucb the fea : let Fohc's ancient line 

Vaft trafis and ample beings vaunt j 

The camel low, finaU elephant— 
O Britain ! the Leviathan is thine. 

XIV. 

Leviathan ! whom Nature's ftrife 

Brought forth, her largeft piece of lift ; 
Wtjleeps an ifle ! his fports the billows warm ! 

Dreadful Leviathan ! thy (pout 

Invades the ikies $ the ftars are out : 
He drinks a river, and ejects ifiorm* 

XV. TV 
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XV. 

Th' Atlantic furge around our fhore 

German and Caledonian roar 5 
Their mighty Genii hold us in their lap.—. 

Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred 5 

" The feas are ours."-— The monarch faid— 
The floods their hands, their hands the nations, clap. 

XVI. 

Whence is a rival, then, to rife > 

Can he be found beneath the ikies ? 
No, there i they dwell, that can give Britain fear : 

The powers of earth, by rival aim 

Her grandeur but the more proclaim j 
And prove their diftance raoft, as they draw near. > 

XVII, 

Proud Venice (its amid the waves $ 

Her foot ambitious Ocean laves : 
Arfs nobleft boaft ! but O what wondrous odds 

'Twixt Venice and Britannia's ifle ! 

'Twixt mortal and immortal toil I 
Britannia is a Venice built by Gods. 

XVIII. 
Let Holland triumph o'er her foes, 
But not o'er friends by whom the rofe $ 

The child of Britain ! And mail fhe contend ? 
It were no lefs than parricide :— 
What wonders rife from out the tide ! 

Her High and Mighty to the rudder bend. 

S 4 XIX. And 
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XIX. 
And are there, then, of lofty brow, 
Who think trade mean, and fcorn to blow 

So far beneath the ftate of noble birth ? 
Alas ! thefe chiefs but little know 
Commerce how high, themfehves how low;. 

The fons of Nobles are the fons of 1 earth', 

XX. 

And what have earth's mean fons to db> 
But reap her fruits, and warm purfue 

The world's chief good, not glut on others* toil ?*• 
High Commerce from the Gods came down, 
With compafs, chart, andjtarry crown, 

Their delegate, to make the nations fmiit. 

XXI. 

Blufh, and behold the Ruffian bow, 
From Forty crowns, his mighty brow 

To trade. — To' to// he turns his glorious hand: 
That arm, which fwept the bloody field, 
See ! the huge axe, or hammer, wield ; 

While fcepters wait, and thrones impatient (land**. 

XXII. 

O fliame to fubjeSls ! firft renown, 

Matchlefs example to the crown ! 
Old Time is poor : what age boafts fuch a fight ?* 

Ye drones ! adore the man divine — 

No ; Virtue ftiH as mean decline, 
Call Ruffians barbarous, and your&lves 1 polite. 

XXIII. He 
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XXIII. 

He too of Judah, great, as wife, 

With Hiram ftrove in merchandize; . 
Monarchs with monarchs ftruggle for an oart 

That Merchant * finking to his grave, 

A flood of treafure fwells the cave; 
The king left much, .the merchant burfd more. 
XXIV. 

Is Merchant an inglorious name ?' 

Na; fit for Pindar fuch a theme, 
Too great for me j I pant beneath the weight ! ' 

If loud as Ocean's were my voice, 

If. words and thoughts to court my choice 
Out-number'dyiMttfr, I could not reach its height. 
XXV. 

Merchants o'er proudcft heroes reign j. 

Thofe trade in bhjfing, thefe in pain, 
At (laughter fwell, and Aiout, while nations groan : 

With purple Monarchs, Merchants vie ; 

If great to fpend, what, to fupply ? 
Priefts pray for bleflings ; Merchants pour them down. 
XXVI. 

Kings Merchants are in league and love \ 

Earth's odours pay foft airs above, 
That o'er the teeming field prolific range 5 

Planets are Merchants j take, return,. 

Luftre and heat ; by traffick burn ; 
The whole Creation is one vaft Exchange. 

xxvii. n 

•Vaft treafure taken from Solomon's tomb 1300 
years after his death* Young. 
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Is Merchant an inglorious name ? 

What fay the fons of lettered fame* 
Proud of their volumes, fwelling in their cells f 

In open life, in change of fcene, 

Mid various manners, throngs of men, 
Experience, Arts, and folid Wifdom dwells. 

XXVIIL ' 

Trade, Art's mechanick, Nature's ftores 
Well- weighs 5 to flarry Science foars : 

Reads warm in life (dead-colour'd by the fen) 
The fcites, tongues, interefb, of the ball : 
Who ftudies Trade, he ftudies all ; 

AccomplinVd Merchants are accomplish* d Men. 
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^S TRAIN THE FOURTH. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

r invoked. His praife. Britain mould decline 

zr\ but boldly aflert her trade. Encouraged 

m the throne : Britain's coadkion without trade. 

ade's cbara3er y and furprizing deeds. Carthage. 

lomon's temple. St. Paul's church. The mifer's 

lara&er. The wonderful effects of trade. Why 

__iigion recommended to the merchant. What, 

Ife joy. What, true. What religion is to the 

ierchant. Why trade more glorious in Britons 

" ian others. How warmly, and how long, to be 

.__mrfued by us. The Briton's legacy. • Columbus. 

^lis praife. America defcribed. Worlds ftill un- 

no<wn. Queen Elizabeth. King George the Second. 

rlis glory navally represented. 

I. 

HOW fliall I farther roufe the foul ? 
How Sloth's lafcivious reign control 
y verfe, with unextinguiuVd ardour wrought ^ 
How every breaft inflame with mine ? 
How bid my theme ftill brighter (nine, 
•Yith wealth of words, and unexhaufted thought ? 

II. 

O thou Dircaean fwan, on high, 

Round whom familiar thunders fly I 
While Jove attends a language like his own t 

Thy jpir it poor, like vernal mowers, 

My verfe mall burft out with the flowers, 
WkUe Britain's trade advances with her fun. 

III. Though 
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III. 

Though Britain was not born to fear, 
Grafp not at bloody fame .from war j 

Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade: 
Jove gathers tempeft black as night j 
Jove pours the golden flood of light j . 

Let Britain .thunder, or let Britain trade. 

IV. 

Britain a cornet, or z.flar> 

In commerce this, or that in* nvar, 
Let Britons ftiout ! earth, feas, and ikies refbund t 

Commerce to kindle, raife, preferve, 

And fpiritdart through every nerve, 
•Hear from the throne* a voice through time penowi' 

V. 

So fall from heaven the vernal mowers, 

To chear-the glebe, and wake the flowers ; 
The bloom callM forth fees azure fkies difplay'd j 

The bird of voice is proud to fing, 

Induftrious bees ply every wing, 
Diftend their cells-, and urge their golden trade. 
VI. 

Trade once extinguifiVd, Britain's fun 

Is gone out too j his race is run ; 
He mines in vain ! her ifle *s an ifle indeed^ 

AJf>bt too fmall to be o>rcome ; 

Ah, dreadful fafety ! wretched doom ! 
No foe will conquer what no foe can feed. 

VII. Trad* 
* The King's fpeech* 
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YII. 

Trade *s the fource, finew, foul ef all} 

Trade 's all herielf j hers, hers, the ball 9 
Where moft unfeen, the goddefs Hill is there j 

Trade leads the dance, Trade lights the blaze, 

The courtier's pomp 1 the ftudent's eafe ( 
*Twa$ Trade at Blenheim fought, and dos'd the war, 
VIII. 

What Rome and all her gods defies ? 

The Punic oar. Behold it rife 
And battle for the world ! Trade gave the call j 

Rich- cordials from his naval art 

Sent the ftrong fpirits to his heart, 
That bid an Afric Merchant grafp the ball. 

IX. 

Where is, on earth, Jehovah's home ? 

Trade jnark'd the foil, and built the dome, 
In which bis Ma jelly /^/? deign'd to dwell $ 

The walls with JU<ver meets a'erlaid, 

Rich, as the fun, through gold univeigb'd, 
Bent the mooo'd arch, and bid the column fwell. 
X. 

Grandeur unknown to Solomon ! 

Methinks the labouring earth mould groan, 
Beneath yon load * : created Aire, not made I 

Servant and rival of the ikies ! 

Heaven's arch alone can higher rife : 
What hand immortal rais'd thee >—*Humble Trade. 

XI. Where 
* St. Paul's, built by the coal-tax. Young. 
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XI. 

Where hadft thou. been, if, left at large, 

Thofe finewy arms that tuggM the barge, 
Had caught ntpleafitre on the flowery green ? 

If they that watch'd the midnight ftar 

Had ftvuag behind the rolling car, 
Or///V it with diigrace, where hadft thou been? 

XII. 

As by repletion men confume, 

Abundance is the mifer's doom ; 
Expend it nobly 5 he that lets it tuft, 

Which, pafling numerous hands, would foist \ 

Is not a man, but living mine, 
^Foe to the gods, and rival to the dufl* 
XIII. 

Trade barbarous lands can polifli fair ; 

Make earth well worth the ivije man's care j 
'Call forth her fbrefts, charm them into fleets j 

Can make one houfe of human rate \ 

Can bid the diftant poles embrace 3 
'Hers/ every fun; and India, India meets. 

XIV. 

Trade Monarch* crowns, and arts imports, 

With bounty feeds, with laurel courts ; 
Trade gives fair Virtue fairer ftill to fliine 5 

Enacts thofe guards of gam, the laws ; 

Exalts ev'n Freedom's glorious caufe.— 
Trade ! warn'd by Tyre, O make Religion thine! 

4 XV. 21 



the Merchant, straikiv. t 7 r 
xv. 

You lend each other mutual aid : 

Why is'heaven's fmile, in wealth, convey'd 1 
Not to place vice, but virtues in our power : 

Pleafure dedhCd, \% luxury, 

Boundlefs in time and in degree : 
Pleafure enjoyed, the tumult of an hour. 

XVI. 
Falfe joy*s a diftompofing thing, 
That jars on nature's trembling firing, 

Tempefts the fpiriu, and untunes the frame: 
True joy, the funmine of the foul, 
A bright ferene that calms the whole ; 

Which they ne'er knew, whom other joys inflame* 

XVII. 

Merchant \ Religion is the care 

To grow as rich — as angels are ; 
To krtdw falfe coin from true-, to fwecp the main? 

The mighty fake fecure, beyond 

The ftrongeft tie of field, or fund: 
Commerce gives gold, Religion makes it gain* 

XVIII. 

Join, then, Religion to thy ftore, 

Or India's mines will make thee poor : 
Greater than Tyre 1 O bear a nobler mind 

Sea-fovereign ifle ! proud war decline, 

Trade patronize ! what glory thine, 
Ardent to blefs, who covldft fubdue mankind 1 

XIX. Rich 
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XIX. 

Rich commerce ply with warmth- divine 

By day, by nighty thejlars are thine, 
Wear out the ftars in trade !. eternal run 

From age to age, the noble glow, 

A rage to gain, and to b^fto^w 9 
-While ages laft ! in trade burn out .the fun ! 

XX. 

Trade, Britain's all, our fires fent down 

With toil, blood, treafure, ages won ; 
This, Edgar great bequeathed j this, .Edward bold ; 

Let Forbifhers, let Raleighs fire 1 

6 let Columbus 1 made inipire ! 
New woidds difclofe, with Drake furround an old. 

XXL 
Columbus ! fcarce inferior fame 
For thee to find, than heaven to frame 
That womb -of gold and. gem : her wide domaio, 
An unmerfe I her rivers, feas I 
Her fruits, both men and gods to pleafe ! 
-Heaven's faireft. birth ! and, but for the©, in vain-! 

XXII. 
Worlds//// unknown deep fliadows wrap j 
Call wonders forth from. nature's lapj 
■ New glory pour on her Eternal Sire : 
O noble fearch ! O glorious care ! 
Are ye not Britons ? why defpair ? 
New worlds are due to fuch a godlike fire. 

S XXIII. Swear 
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XXIII. 

Swear by the great Eliza's foul, 

That Trade,- as long as waters roll— 
Ah 1 no ; the gods chaftife my rafli decree : 

By great Eliza do not fwear 5 

For thee, O George ! the gods declare, 
And thou for them ! late time lhall fwear by thee. 
rXXIV. 

Truth, bright z&fiars, with thee prevails^ 

Full be thy fame y as fwellingyfcz'Zr," 
Conftant, as tides, thy mind -, as mafts, elate j 

Thy juftice, an unerring bebn 

To fteer Britannia's fickle realm : 
Thy numerous race, fovtjutebor of her ftate ! 
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STRAIN THE FIFTH. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

What is the bound of Britain's power. Beyond that 
of the moft famed in hi (lory. The fign Lyra- 
What the conftellations are. Argo. The wh^e. 
The dolphin. Eridanus. The lion. Libra. 
Virgo. Berenice. The Britifh ladies cenfum?. 
The moon. What the fea is. Afoftrepbe to the 
Emperor. The Spanifh armada. How Britaia 
mould fpeak her refentment. What gives power. 
What navies do in war. The Tartar. Mogul. 
Africa. China. Who mafter of the world. Wh& 
the hiftory of the world is. The genealogy of glory. 
Miftakes about it. Peace the merchant's harveit. 
Ships of cflfoine origin. Merchants ambafTadorc. 
The Briton's voyage. Praife the food of glory. 
Britain's record. 

I* 

BRITANNIA'S ftate what bounds confine ? 

(Of rifing thought O golden mine!) 
Mountains^ Alps,Jlreams, gulfths, oceans y fet no bound, 

She fallies till me (takes the ftar ; 

Expanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave refound. 

II. 

Small ifle ! For Caefars, for the fon 

Of Jove, who burft from Macedon, 

For gorgeous Eafterns blazing o'er mankind j 

Then, when they call'd the world their own, 
'* ' * Not equal fame £ inm fable (hone: 
They rofe to Gods, in half thy fphere confm'd. 

III. Hcrty 
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III. 
Here, no demand for fancy's wing} 
Plain truth 's illuftrious : as I fmg, 
O hear yon Jpangled harp repeat my lay ! 
Yon Jlarry lyre has caught the found, 
And fpreads it to the planets round, 
Who beft can tell where ends Britannia's fway* 

IV. 

The fkies (fair-printed page!) unfold 

The naval fame of heroes old j 
As in tl mirror mew th* adventurous throng ; 

The deeds of Grecian mariners 

Are read by Gods, are writ \nftars 9 
And noble *verfe, that mail endure as long. 

V. 

The fkies are records of the main, 

Thencte Argo liftens to my ftrain j 
Chiron, for fong renownM, his noble rage 

Por naval fame and fong renews, • 

As Britain" s fame he bears, and inenvs j 
Chiron, the Shovell of a former age. 

VI. 
The Whale (for late T fung his praife) 
Pcfurs grateful ltfftre on my lays j 
How fmiles Arion's friend * with partial beams I 
Eridanus would flatter too, 
But jealoufies his imile fubdue ; 
He fears a BrUtfh rival in the Thames* 

T 2 VII. In 
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VII. 

In pride 1fhe Lion lifts his mane, 

To fee his Britflh brothers reign 
As ftars below : the Balance, George ! from fbine, 

Which Weighs the nations, learns to weigh 

More accurate the night and day j 
From thy fkir daughters Virgo learns to ftrine. 

vin. 

Of Britain's court, ye UJfer lights ! 

How could the wife -man gaze whole nights 
On Richmond's eye, on Berenice's hair ! 

But, oh 1 you pr&£tife Jbameful arts ; 

Your own retain, fe'vxe others' hearts, 
Pirates, not merchants, are the Britifh Fair. 

IX. 

This truth I fwewr by Cynthia's beam. 

Pale Qween ! heflvjb'd at Britain's fame ; 
And, rolling, tell the nations—" o'er the main. 

" Tojbwre her empire is thy pride." 

He, mighty power 1 who curbs the tide, 
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia's reign. 

X. 
What is the -main ? Ye Kings renown*d ! , 

Britannia's centre, and your bound: \ 

Auftrian \ where-e'er Leviathan can roll, j 

Is Britain's home ! And Britain's mine, 
Where-e'er the ripening fun can Aline, 
Parts we for emperors ; for her t\ic,*wbo!e. 

XI. Why, 
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XI. 

Why, Auftrian ! wilt thou hover ftill 

On doubtful wing, and want the flcill 
To fee thy welfare in the world's t Too late 

Another Churchill thou may'ft find, 

Another Churchill, not fo kind, 
And other Blenheims, big with other fate, 

XII. 

Ill thou remember'ft, ill doft own, 

Who refcued an ungrateful throne j 
111 thou confider'ft, that the kind are brave \ 

111 doft thou weigh, that in Time's womb > 

A day may fleep, a day of doom, 
As great to ruin, as was That to fave. 

XIII. 

How would'ft thou (mile to hear my ftrain, 

Whole boafted infpiration 's vain ! 
Yet what if my prediction fljould prove true ? 

Know'ft thou the fatal pair who fhine 

O'er Britain's trading empire ? Thine 
As one rejected, what, if one fubdu* ? 

XIV. 
What naval fcene adorns the feat 
Of awful Britain's high debate *, 
Infpires her council^ and records her power ? 
The nations know, in glowing balls 
On finking thrones, the tempeft falls, 
When her auguft aftembfc d fenates lour. 

T j XV. O 

* The Spanifh Armada in the Houfe of Lords. 
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XV. 

O language fit for thoughts fo holdt 

Would Britain have her anger told j 
Ah ! never let a meaner language found, 

Than that which proftiates human fouls, 

Through Heaven's dark vault impetuous rolls, 
And Nature rocks, when angry Jove has frowned. 

XVI. 

Not realms unbounded, not a. flood 

Of natives, not expcnce of blood, 
©r reach ,of counfel gives the world a lord: 

Trade calls him forth, and fets him high, 

As mortal man, o'er men can fly : 
Trade leaves poor gleanings to the keeneft/icon/* 

, XVII. 

Nay, her V the fword ! For fleets have tvingt $ 

Like lightning fly to difiant kings ; 
Like Gods defcend at once on trembling dates : 

Is war proclaimed ? Our wajs are hurled 

To favtheft confines of the world, 
Surprize your ports, and thunder at your gates* 

XVI1L 

The king of tempefts, ^Eolu*, 

Sends forth his pinion' d people, thus, 
On rapid errands : as they fly, they roar, 

And carry fable clouds, and/weep 

The land, the defert, and the deep ! 
JEarth makes ! proud cities fall ! and thrones adore ! 

XJX. The 
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XIX, 

The Foo!s of Nature ever ftrike 

On bare outfides j and loath, or like, 
As glitter b.ids ; in endlefs error vie ; 

Admire the purple and the crown : 

Of human --welfare and reno-ivn, 
Trade 's the big heart; bright empire, but their eye. 
XX. 

Whence Tartar Grand ? or Mogul Great ?— 

Trade gilt their titles, pcur'd their ftate ; 
While Afric's black, lafcivious, fiothful breed, % 

To'clafp their rui:> fly from tot! i 

Tbdt meaneft product on their foil, 
Their people fell : one half on t'other feed. 

XXI. 
Of Nature's Wealth from Commerce rent, 
Afric 's a glaring Monument : 
Mid citron forefts and pomegranate groves 
(Curft in a paradife !) me pines ; 
O'er generous glebe, o'er golden mines 
Her beggar" d 9 famiflfdy tradelefs native roves : 
XXII. 
Not fo thine, China, blooming-wide ! 
Thy numerous fleets might bridge the tide \ . 
Thy products would exhauft both India's mines : 
Shut be that gate of Trade ! Or woe 
To Britain's ! Europe 'twill o'erflow. — — 
Ungrateful fong / Her growth * infpires thy lines. 

T 4 XXIII. Bri-.. 

* Coffee. 
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xxm. 

Britain ! To thefe, and fuch as theft, 

The river broad, and foaming feas 
Which fever lands to mortals Ufs renowned, 

Devoid of naval fkill or might ; 

Thofe feverM parts of earth unite ; 
Trade *s the full ptdfe, that fends their vigour round, 

XXIV. 
Could, O ! could one engrofling hand 
The various ftreams of Trade command, 

That, like the fun, would gazing nations awe ; 
That awful Power the world would brave, 
Bold War, and Empire proud, his dave; 

Mankind his fubj eels ; and his Will, their law. 

XXV. 

Haft thou look'd round the fpacious earth? 

From Commerce, Grandeur s humble birth : 
To George from Noah* empires living, dead, 

Their pride, their fbarae, their rife, their frU* 

Time's whole plain chronicle is all 
One bright encomium, undefignM, on Trade. 

XXVI. 
Trade fprings from Peace, and Wealth from Trade, 
And Power from Wealth ; of Power is made 
The God on Earth : hail, then, the dove of Peace ! 
Whofe olive fpeaks the raging flood 
Of war reprefs'd : what *s lofs of blood ? ■ 
War is the death of Commerce and Increafe. 

i XXVII. Then 
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XXVII, 
Then periih War t— -Detefted War I 
Shalt thpu make Gods ? light Caefar's ftar ? 
What calls man fool fo loud as this has done, 
From Nirarod's down to Bourbon's line ?— ^ 
Why not adore too, as divine, 
Wide-wafting ftorms, before the genial fun ? 

XXVIII. 
Peace is the Merchant's furamer clear I 
His barveft ! harveft round the year ! 

For Peace with laurel every maft be bounds 
Each deck caroufe, each flag ftream ottt^ 
Each cannon found, eaehfailor ihout! 

For. Peace let every facredfiip be crown'd \ 

XXIX, 

Sacred arejbips f of birtb divine I 

An angel drew the firft defign j 
With which the Patriarch Nature's ruisu brayed % 

Two worlds aboard, an old and new. 

He fafe o'er foaming billows flew : 
The Gods made Human race, a Pikt, fer^d* 

XXX. 

Howfacred too the Merchant** name /-?■• 
When Britain blazM meridian Fame *; 
Bright fhone thefwcrd, but brighter trade gays law f - 
Merchants in diftant courts rever'd, 
Where prouder Statesmen ne'er appeared, 
Merchants Embafiadors, ! and Thrones in awe ! 

XXXI. Tli 
* In Queen Elizabeth's reign. 



2ti YOUNG* S POEMS. 

XXVI. 

Tis theirs to know the tides, the times j 
The march of ftars 5 the hirths of climes j 
Summer and Winter theirs; theirs laud zxi&fea 9 
Theirs are the feafons, months, and years $ 
And each a different garland wears :— 
O that my "fong could add Eternity \ 
XXXII. 
Praife & the facred oil that feeds 
The burning lamp of god-like deeds 5 
Immortal glory pays illuftrious cares : 
Whither, ye Britons ! are ye hound? 
O noble <voyage ! glorious round! 
Launch from the Thames, and end among the ftars. 
XXXIII. 
If to my fubj*3 rofe my foul, 
Your fame mould laft while oceans roll : 
When Jother worlds in depths of time (hall rife, 
As we the Geeeks of mighty name, 
May they Britannia's fleet proclaim, 
Look up, and read her ftory in the ikies. 

XXXIV. 

Ye Syrens, fing; ye Tritons, blow; 

Ye Nereids, dance; ye Billows, flow; 
Roll to my meafures, O ye Starry Throng ! 

Ye Winds ! in concert breathe around ; 

Ye Navies ! to the concert bound 
From Pole to Pole ! To Britain all belong. 
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THE MORAL. 

^he raoft happy mould be the moft virtuous. Of; 
Eternity. What Britain's arts ihould be. Whence 
fiavery. 

I. 

BRITAIN! thusbieft, thy bleffing know j 

Or blifsy in vain ! the Gods bellow j 
its end fulfil, means cherim, fource adore ; 

Vain fwellings of thy foul reprefs; 

They moft may lofe y who moil poffefs 5 
Then let blifs a<we, and tremble at thy (lore* 

II. 

Nor be. too fond of life at bejf> 

Her cbearful, not enamoured gueft : 
jfcet thought fly forward ; "twill gay profpetts give $- 

Profpe6ls immortal ! that deride 

A Tynan wealth, a Perfian pride, 
And make it perfe£l fortitude to live. 

III. 

O for Eternity ! a fcene 

To fair adventurers ferene ! 
O ! on thatfea to deal in pure renown ! 

Traffick with Gods ! What tranfports roll \ 

What boundlefs import to the fouli 
The poor man's empire I and the fubje&s crown ! 

IV. Ador* 
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IV. 

Adore the Gods, and plough the leas : 
Tbefe be thy arts, O Britain ! thefe. 

Let others pant for an immenfe command % 
Let others breathe war's fiery God j 
The proudeft iritior fears thy nod, 

Long as the trident fills thy glorious hand. 



Glorious, while Heaven-born Freedom laib j 
Which Trade's foft fpurious daughter blafts j 

For what is Tyranny ? A monftrous birth 
From .Luxury, by bribes carefs'd, 
By glowing Power m /hades comprefs'd ; 

Which fialks around, and chains the groaning earth. 



THE CLOSE. 

This jubjefi now firft fung. How fung. Preferable 
to Pindar's fubjelh. How Britain Inould be fuog 
by AU> 

T. 

THEE, Trade I I firft, who boaft no (lore, 

Who owe thee nought, thus (hatch from Jhore, 
The fliore of Profe, where thou haft flumberM loag; 

And fend thy flag triumphant down 

The tide of Time, to fure renown 5 
O blefs my country ! and thou pay'ft my fong. 

II. Tho» 
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11. 

Thou art the Britons* nobleft theme, 

Why, 'then, unfung? Nlyjimple aim » 
To-drefs plain fenfe, and fire the generous bloody 

Not fport imaginations vain*, 

But lift, with yon ethereal train, 
The ihining Miife, to ferve the public good. 

III. 

Of ancient art and ancient praife, 

Thtfprings are open'd in my lays : 
Olympic heroes ghofts around me throng, 

And think their glory fung anew 5 

Till chiefs of equal fame they view ; 
Nor grudge to Britons bold their Theban fong. 

IV. 

Not Pindar*s theme with mine compares, 

As far furpaft, as ufeful cares 
Tranfcend diverfion tightwad glory <vaint 

The wreath fantaftic, fliouting throng, 

And panting fteed, to him belong. 
The charioteer's, not empire's golden rein. 

V. 

Nor, Chandos ! thou the Mufe defpife 

That would to glowing JEtna rife 
(Such Pindar's breaft), thou Theron of our time! 

Seldom to man the Gods impart 

A Pindar's head, or Theron's heart j 
In life, or fong, l*ow rare the true Sublime !' 

VI. Now, 
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VI, 

None, Britijb-bom* will fure difdain 
This new, bold, moral, patriot (train, 

Though not : with genius, with fome virtue crown'd; 
(How vain the Mule !) the lay may laft, 
Thus twin'd around the Britim Mail, 

The Britifh , Maft, with nobler laurels bound! 
VII. 
Weak ivy curls round naval oak, 
And fmiles at wind and ftorm unbroke ; 

By ftrength not hers fublime : thus, proud to (bar, 
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my ftrain ; 
And lives, and echoes through the plain, 

While o'er the billow Britain's thunders roar. 
VIII. 
Be dumb, ye groveling Sons of Verfe, 
Vf ho ftng not a£tions, but rehear fa, 

And fool the Mufe with impotent defire $ 
Ye facrjlegious ! who prefume 
To tarnifli Britain's naval bloom, 

Sing Britain's fame, with all her Hero's fire. 

THE CHORUS. 

<f YE Syrens, fingj ye Tritons, blow; 

" Ye Nereids, dance; ye Billows, flow; 
" Roll to my meafures, O ye Starry Throng ! 

<( Ye Winds ! in concert breathe around $ 

" Ye Navies ! to the concert bound 
* e From Pole to Pole 5 to Britain all belong 5 
<c Britain to Heaven 5 .from Heaven defcends my Fen-. 

5 CON 
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